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May  the  Mother  who  mode  of  a  hillside 
A  heaven  on  Christmas  Day, 
Show  heaven  to  you  in  her  Christ  Child 
And  lead  you  to  life  through  the  Way. 

And  Christ,  Who  has  given  us  Christmas, 
To  your  life  the  grace  impart. 
Of  finding  today  and  each  morrow, 
A  Christmas  within  your  heart. 


A  Merry  Christmas  and  Happy  New  Year 
to  all  our  friends    and  benefactors  \  ^ 
SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 


FOCUS 


THROUGH  THE  EDITOR'S  LENS 


On  June  3rd,  1956,  Volume  1  of  the  history  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  was 
completed  and  quietly  filed  away.  The  volume  ended  with  the  death  of  our 
beloved  co-founder.  Our  Institute  and  our  magazine  have  entered  a  new  era, 
an  era  bereft  of  Father  Daly's  actual  presence  but  rich  in  the  heritage  of  his 
writings,  the  legacy  of  his  example,  the  memory  of  his  whole-souled  preoccupa- 
tion with  the  extension  of  Christ's  Kingdom  on  earth.  As  we  leaf  through  the 
back  issues  of  The  Field  at  Home,  we  see  one  shining  thread  woven  into  all 
Father's  editorials,  the  golden  thread  of  dedication  to  "the  great  missionary 
cause  in  Canada." 

It  is  fitting  that  we  now  reaffirm  our  own  dedication  to  the  cause  of  the 
Home  Missions;  that  we  pledge  ourselves  anew  to  the  achievement  of  Father 
Daly's  purpose  in  launching  The  Field  at  Home  thirty-four  years  ago:  "Our 
desire  and  ambition  is  to  make  our  Missionary  Review  for  the  Catholic  people 
of  Canada  a  source  of  inspiration,  of  information  and  of  apostolic  action." 

We  are  making  only  one  change  in  the  pattern  of  The  Field  at  Home.  There 
will  be  no  formal  editorial.  Who  of  us  could  bring  to  the  writing  of  an  editorial 
Father  Daly's  hterary  ability,  his  wide  knowledge  of  the  missions  and  their 
problems,  his  rich  spiritual,  cultural  and  intellectual  background?  Furthermore, 
the  editorial  desk  is  not  really  vacant.  Though  Father  has  gone  Home,  we  know 
that  by  his  prayers  and  intercessions  before  the  Throne  of  our  Heavenly  Father, 
he  is  still  and  will  always  remain — our  Editor-in-Chief. 

AN  EGOTIST  IS  A  MAN  WHO  THINKS  HE  IS  AS  GOOD  AS  YOU  ARE. 
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Due  to  unforeseen  developments  in  The  Field  at  Home  Office,  our  last 
issue  did  not  refer  to  the  loss  of  a  staunch  friend  and  devoted  co-worker  in  the 
person  of  Reverend  Father  Anthony  Deslauriers,  SJ.  who  died  in  Halifax  last 
August.  Father  Deslauriers  had  long  been  a  familiar  figure  at  the  Port  of  Halifax 
where  he  served  as  Chaplain  to  the  Merchant  Marine,  Director  of  the  Apostle- 
ship  of  the  Sea  and  Archdiocesan  Director  of  Immigration.  New  Canadians  all 
across  Canada  mourn  the  loss  of  their  first  friend  in  a  new  country,  port  workers 
of  all  denominations  in  Halifax  regret  the  early  passing  of  a  Christian  gentleman 
and  devoted  priest;  the  Sisters  of  Service  gratefully  remember  Father's  unfailing 
helpfulness  and  encouragement  as  they  pray  that  his  noble  soul  may  rest  in  peace. 


*  *  * 


Our  Picture  Story  in  this  issue  attempts  a  portrayal  of  the  work  being  done 
by  S.O.S.  nurses  in  our  two  small  hospitals  in  Edson  and  Vilna,  Alberta.  As  a 
prelude  to  the  picture  story,  we  thought  it  appropriate  to  include  in  this  column 
the  following  beautiful  tribute  to  Catholic  nurses  from  the  lips  of  Archbishop 
Cushing. 


*  *  * 


WHAT'S  SPECIAL  ABOUT  NURSES? 

"Throughout  the  years  of  my  ministry  I  have  encountered  more  nurses 
aspiring  to  the  religious  life  and  to  missionary  careers  than  candidates  called 
from  any  other  profession.  Nor  is  that  a  mere  trend.  For  in  the  calendar  of 
Saints  we  find  more  who  were  nurses,  and  who  reached  the  heights  of  sanctity 
through  the  care  of  the  sick,  than  through  any  other  human  activity.  Yes,  and 
Jesus  said  too,  'For  as  much  as  you  have  done  to  the  least  of  these.  My  brethren, 
you  have  done  it  to  me.'  That  one  simple  sentence  has  been  more  world-shaking 
in  its  consequences,  than  any  line  of  like  length  uttered  by  anyone,  anywhere, 
at  any  time." 

ARCHBISHOP  CUSHING 


SOME  PEOPLE  THINK  THEY  HAVE  A  DYNAMIC 
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SISTER  R.  HUDON 


Little  John  is  a  darling,  the  most  elflike  child  on  earth,  but  he  is  a  fiddler, 
he  just  doesn't  pay  attention  in  class.  My  old  conscience  prodded  me  thus 
wise:  "He  is  not  getting  a  good  start  in  study  habits.  Is  it 
your  fault?  What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?"  A  good 
scolding  seemed  called  for.  Aware  of  what  those  big  brown 
eyes  might  do  to  my  firm  resolve  before  I  got  through,  I 
decided  beforehand  just  what  I  should  say  and  then — I  said 
it,  in  spite  of  John's  quivering  lips  which  to  me  are  so  much 
worse  than  tears  or  sobs. 

After  the  noon  recess,  John  came  up  to  my  desk  and  offered  me  one  little 
lollipop!  Even  more  than  the  gift  itself,  those  big  brown  eyes  haunt  me.  They 
expressed  so  much  that  was  unspoken.  "Will  she  take  it  nicely?  Will  she  forgive 
and  forget?  Will  she  stop  being  so  cross?"  I  had  better  keep 
that  sucker,  that  I  may  remember  the  lessons  John  has 
taught  me  infinitely  better  than  I  have  taught  him.  It  is  a 
good  thing  for  me  that  I  do  not  teach  High  School.  Older 
boys  would  not  be  so  forgiving.  No,  tomorrow,  I  wiU  give 
the  lollipop  to  Arthur  after  school.  What  do  I  need  of  re- 
minders, who  daily  teach  Grade  I? 

Arthur — poor  little  feeble  mind  in  a  poor  little  feeble  body!  I  could  not 
expect  him  to  learn  any  catechism  in  class,  and  so  I  made  arrangements  with 
his  mother  to  teach  him  after  school  hours.  Over  and  over  again  I  tried  to  show 
him  how  to  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross.  Then,  for  a  change,  I  started  "Hail 
Mary,  full  of  grace,  the  Lord  is  with  thee",  no  further,  but  it  was  still  too  much 


PERSONALITY  BECAUSE  THEY  BLOW  OFF  SO  OFTEN. 


JANUARY  1957 


PAGE  THREE 


for  him.  He  looked  with  pleasure,  however,  at  pictures  of  the  Stable  of  Bethle- 
hem. When  I  said,  "See  Mary,  the  Mother  of  Jesus,  she  is  our  Mother  also. 
If  you  learn  the  Hail  Mary  and  say  it  often,  she  will  help  you 
to  get  to  Heaven."  A  lovely  smile  spread  over  the  usually 
vapid  face  as  the  little  fellow  asked  eagerly,  "When  is  she 
coming  to  take  me  to  Heaven?"  Poor  little  one,  probably 
it  will  be  very  soon,  and  our  Mother  will  take  you 
straight  to  Heaven,  you  don't  really  need  any  help 
from  me. 

Karl  came  to  our  school  late  in  the  year  and  he  didn't  know  a  single 
prayer.  With  his  I.Q.  though,  I  didn't  expect  it  would  take  him  long  to  catch 
up  to  the  others  preparing  for  First  Holy  Communion.  The  second  week  he 
was  there,  he  answered,  "No,  God  had  no  beginning,"  but 
he  kept  gazing  into  space  nodding  his  head,  and  continuing, 
said,  "You  know.  Sister,  I  couldn't  sleep  for  a  while  last  night 
and  I  kept  thinking  about  that.  Doesn't  it  make  you  think 
though?"  Yes,  Karl,  it  does  make  me  think,  and  please  God, 
you  will  keep  on  thinking.  The  Church  needs  intelligent  leaders 
— "to  whom  much  has  been  given,  much  shall  be  expected." 

Then  there  is  Uttle  Marlene,  whose  stock  answer  to  a  question  above  her 
head  is  "Because  He  loves  us."  If  you  don't  learn  anything  else  from  me  this 
year,  Marlene,  I  thank  God  for  having  had  the  privilege  of  implanting  that 
idea  firmly  in  your  pretty  little  head. 

I  can't  forbear  mentioning  the  little  flatterer  Wayne.  When  I  said,  "O 
Wayne,  I  made  a  mistake,  that  is  not  the  right  way  to  spell  this  word,"  he  put 
his  little  hands  behind  his  back,  teetered  back  and  forth  on  heels  and  toes,  and 
with  a  large  grin  remarked:  "I  bet  you  that's  the  first  mistake  you  ever  made!" 

There  are  all  kind  of  characters  among  the  little  beginners.  Who  would 
not  want  to  be  a  primary  teacher? 


COWS  SHOULD  BE  PROUD  AS  WELL  AS  CONTENTED; 
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ONE  HALF  DOZEN 


It  isn't  every  day  that  we  do  tonsil- 
lectomies on  three  little  boys  from  one 
family,  but  that  is  just  what  we  did 
this  morning  commencing  at  9  a.m. 

Yesterday  afternoon,  Mr.  Mitchell 
drove  in  from  Bickerdike  in  his  big 
truck  and  left  Roy,  6  years,  Bobbie,  4 
years,  and  Keith,  3  years,  with  us.  Roy, 
being  the  eldest,  was  in  charge  of  his 
brothers.  The  little  Mitchells  are  not 
strangers  to  us,  all  three  were  bom  in 
this  hospital.  Furthermore,  Roy  and 
Keith  had  been  in  for  several  days  a 
few  weeks  ago,  but  this  was  Bobbie's 
first  time  away  from  home  and  that 
first  separation  from  Mummy  and 
Daddy  is  usually  quite  something  to 
remember.  Normally  though,  the  first 
hour  in  the  hospital  is  the  worst,  then, 
tears  are  dried  and  all  troubles  are  for- 
gotten. Parents  find  it  hard  to  believe 
that  their  children  forget  them  so 
quickly,  but  that  is  just  what  happens 
as  the  youngsters  lose  themselves  in  the 
mystery  of  their  new  surroundings. 

As  the  wee  fellows  were  being  un- 
dressed, Roy's  first  words  were,  "This 
is  my  final  and  last  chance  to  come  to 
this  hospital."  "But  Roy",  said  Sister, 
"we  will  be  lonesome  if  you  don't  come 
back".  "Well",  Roy  conceded,  "maybe 
I  could  come  back  another  time,  but 
just  one  more  time". 

JUST  LOOK  AT  THE  PRICE  OF  MDLK. 
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The  first  thing  each  little  fellow  did 
when  he  got  into  bed  was  to  open  his 
big  box  of  popcorn  and  eagerly  search 
for  the  prize  in  store  for  him.  There 
were  many  joyous  squeals  as  Roy 
found  a  box  of  crayons,  Bobbie  a  green 
plastic  mask  and  Keith,  the  baby,  a 
blue  plastic  bracelet  and  ring.  Then  it 
was  suppertime  and  the  Mitchell 
brothers  were  certainly  ready  for  it. 
Roy,  undecided  whether  to  eat  his  cake 
or  have  two  glasses  of  milk,  was  helped 
by  the  nurse  to  choose  the  latter.  When 

(continued  on  page  29) 
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THE  PEACEFUL  PEACE 


"Dear  Sister: 

I  hope  you  will  not  be  too  sorry  to 
leave  the  North  Country.  It  has  been 
decided  that  you  will  go  to  Halifax." 
So  ran  a  letter  from  Sister  General 
which  completed  my  6th  and  final  year 
in  Peace  River.  It  had  been  on  Septem- 
ber 7,  1950  that  Sister  MacDougall 
and  myself  had  arrived  to  open  our 
most  northerly  mission.  (Since  then  our 
Sisters  have  settled  in  Manning  80 
miles  farther  north).  As  in  all  new 
enterprises  there  had  been  many  ups 
and  downs,  joys  and  sorrows  during 


these  first  six  years,  but  now  that  it 
was  time  to  leave,  all  I  could  recall 
were  the  "ups"  and  the  "joys". 

I  read  Sister  General's  letter  once 
and  then  hastened  to  the  Chapel  to  talk 
it  over  with  our  "Best  Friend".  At  first, 
I  just  kept  repeating  the  word:  "Hali- 
fax! Halifax!"  Of  my  thirty  years  of 
religious  life  I  had  spent  approximately 
twenty-eight  years  in  the  West.  How 
would  I  ever  make  out  in  the  East? 
And  Halifax  seemed  so  far  East  and 
the  Mission  there  so  different  to  what  I 


THE  TROUBLE  WITH  SMART  CHILDREN  IS  THAT 
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Xo  East 

No  West 


had  been  accustomed  to!  However  I 
recalled  my  motto  "Fiat  Voluntas  Tua" 
and  said:  "Dear  Lord,  once  again  You 
win  and  again  I  know  You  will  see 
me  through." 

Sister  General's  letter  continued: 
"Sister,  I  would  like  you  to  make  plans 
to  come  East  as  soon  as  conveniently 
possible."  After  four  days  of  hustle, 
bustle  and  leavetaking  I  bid  farewell 
to  many  of  the  dear  friends  I  had  made 
and  to  the  great  North  Country. 

I  am  very  fond  of  travelling  so  the 
trip  East  was  a  pleasure.  The  Super- 
Continental  is  superb  and  cuts  the  time 
by  almost  a  day.  I  spent  a  night  in 
Toronto  at  the  Motherhouse  renewing 
acquaintances;  a  few  days  with  my 
family  near  Montreal  and  then  on  to 
my  new  home. 

In  Halifax  I  expected  to  find  dark 
skies,  rain  and  fog  ...  we  have  had  two 
months  of  clear  skies  and  bright  sun- 
shine! I  regretted  leaving  the  beautiful 
autumn  colours  in  the  Peace  River 
countryside  ...  the  colours  here  are 
gorgeous!  The  river  flowing  by  our 
house  in  the  North  was  "peaceful"  .  .  . 
the  Atlantic  Ocean  just  a  block  from 
the  house  here  is  majestic! 

When  I  was  told,  on  my  arrival,  that 
there  were  seven  Sisters  besides  myself 
and  forty  girls  in  the  house — again  I 
longed  for  our  little  Mission  of  three 
Sisters  in  the  North.  With  so  many 
Sisters,  I  felt  that  there  certainly  could 


dfust  Canada 


not  be  much  need  of  me.  I  was  dis- 
illusioned in  a  very  short  time. 

A  few  days  had  gone  by  and  I  was 
still  feeling  very  much  in  a  "daze" 
when  the  Port  Sisters  announced  that 
two  ships  were  arriving  on  the  morrow. 
I  thought  that  meant  that  the  Sisters 
would  be  gone  two  or  three  hours. 
Here  is  what  happened  on  that  particu- 
lar day. 

Two  of  the  Sisters  are  attending  the 
(continued  on  page  30) 
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Little  Jesus,  wast  Thou  shy 

Once,  and  just  so  small  as  I? 

And  what  did  it  feel  like  to  be 

Out  of  Heaven,  and  just  like  me? 

Didst  Thou  sometimes  think  of  there. 

And  ask  where  all  the  angels  were? 

I  should  think  that  I  would  cry 

For  my  house  all  made  of  sky; 

I  would  look  about  the  air. 

And  wonder  where  my  angels  were; 

And  at  waking  'twould  distress  me  — 

Not  an  angel  there  to  dress  me! 

Hadst  Thou  ever  any  toys. 

Like  us  little  girls  and  boys? 

And  didst  Thou  play  in  Heaven  with  all 

The  angels  that  were  not  too  tall. 

With  stars  for  marbles?  Did  the  things 

Play  Can  you  see  me?  through  their  wings? 

BLESSED  ARE  THEY  WHO  RUN  AROUND  IN  CIRCLES, 
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Little  Jesus 


And  did  Thy  Mother  let  Thee  spoil 

Thy  robes,  with  playing  on  our  soil? 

How  nice  to  have  them  always  new 

In  Heaven,  because  'twas  quite  clean  blue! 

Didst  Thou  kneel  at  night  to  pray. 

And  didst  Thou  join  Thy  hands,  this  way? 

And  didst  they  tire  sometimes,  being  young. 

And  make  the  prayer  seem  very  long? 

And  dost  Thou  like  it  best,  that  we 

Should  join  our  hands  to  pray  to  Thee? 

I  used  to  think,  before  I  knew. 

The  prayer  not  said  unless  we  do. 

And  did  Thy  Mother  at  the  night 

Kiss  Thee,  and  fold  the  clothes  in  right? 

And  didst  Thou  feel  quite  good  in  bed. 

Kissed,  and  sweet,  and  Thy  prayers  said? 

Thou  canst  not  have  forgotten  all 

That  it  feels  like  to  be  small: 

And  Thou  know'st  I  cannot  pray 

To  Thee  in  my  father's  way  — 

When  Thou  wast  so  little,  say. 

Could  Thou  talk  Thy  Father's  Way?  - 

So  a  little  Child,  come  down 

And  hear  a  child's  tongue  like  Thy  own; 

Take  me  by  the  hand  and  walk, 

And  listen  to  my  baby-talk. 

To  Thy  Father  show  my  prayer 

(He  will  look.  Thou  art  so  fair). 

And  say:  "O  Father,  I,  Thy  Son, 

Bring  the  prayer  of  a  little  one." 

And  He  will  smile,  that  children's  tongue 

Has  not  changed  since  Thou  wast  young! 

FRANCIS  THOMPSON 

FOR  THEY  SHALL  BE  KNOWN  AS  BIG  WHEELS. 
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An  5.O.S.  Social  Worker 


and  her 


DIRECT  APOSTOLATE 


THE  ALL-IMPORTANT  PERSONAL  TOUCH 
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Once  upon  a  time  long  ago,  life  was 
a  fairly  simple  business.  Your  ances- 
tors and  mine  lived  pretty  close  to  the 
soil.  That  was  generations  ago  before 
industrialism  struck  our  civilization. 
Life  though  simpler,  was  not  easy,  but 
it  did  offer  a  certain  amount  of  secur- 
ity. With  the  rise  of  industrialism,  life 
became  more  complex.  Man  became 
dependent  on  the  producer,  the  manu- 
facturer, the  retailer  and  most  of  all,  on 
regular  wages,  to  supply  the  necessities 
of  life.  Granted  that  life  in  many 
respects  became  easier,  the  hours  of 
toil  less  and  luxuries  more  abundant, 
this  higher  standard  of  living,  was  at  the 
price  of  much  of  man's  economic 
security.  Gone  were  the  days  when 
neighbour  helped  neighbour.  The  trend 
of  modern  times  and  the  increasing 
pace  of  problem  living,  have  made 
sweeping  changes  around  the  world. 
Today  social  problems  that  arise  in 
families  are  taken  care  of  through  the 
Welfare  Agency.  In  two  minutes,  I 
shall  try  to  give  you  a  word  picture 
of  one  day's  services  in  our  Agency. 

Nine  o'clock — the  first  appointment 
of  the  day,  an  Italian  D.P.  referred  by 
N.E.O.  arrives  for  interpretation  of  job 
and  contract.  He  happens  to  speak 
French,  so  do  I,  and  we  chat  about 
his  problems.  Lonely  and  depressed, 
out  of  work,  out  of  money  and  heart- 
sick for  his  blue  Italian  skies,  he  de- 
veloped ulcers.  He  weeps  a  bit  and  tells 
me  in  rapid-fire  French,  that  it  is  good 
to  talk  to  me,  I  remind  him  of  his 
mother.  I  plan  with  him  to  meet  some 
local  countrymen,  phone  a  family 
known  to  the  Agency,  and  arrange  to 
haye  him  picked  up  here  at  the  office. 
So  far  so  good.  And  now  he  is  doing 
part  time  work.  Minus  the  ulcer — T 
hope? 

Ten  o'clock — a  phone  call  from  one 
of  our  schools.  The  teacher  tells  me 

OTHERS  DON'T  NEED  A  SUBJECT. 


that  Annie  isn't  at  school  today,  and 
her  mother  reports  that  she  wasn't 
home  last  night.  The  product  of  a 
broken  home,  a  working  mother,  a 
brother  in  mental  hospital,  a  father 
"gone  with  the  wind",  Annie  is  a  dull 
child,  and  a  poor  risk  to  be  on  her  own. 

Mrs.  M.  phones  to  say  would  I  come 
over  right  away,  her  man  is  acting 
queer;  they  live  without  the  benefit  of 
clergy.  I  manage  to  call  at  their  home 
though  I  am  due  to  pick  up  a  client  for 
the  cancer  clinic  at  eleven  o'clock.  This 
is  a  case  of  particular  interest  for  on 
checking  with  the  attending  physician  I 
fiind  that  time  is  practically  no  more 
for  her. 

Twelve-thirty  finds  me  at  the  local 
Hospital.  I  have  an  interest  in  a  young 
man  there,  who  has  a  long  way  to  come 
back  to  health  and  wholesome  living. 
There  is  a  lonely  soul  there,  also,  for 
whom  I  squeeze  in  minutes  to  write 
letters,  and  listen  to  the  latest  in  aches 
and  pains.  Incidentally,  a  good  Pro- 
testant friend  of  mine  gave  me  a  small 
radio  that  I  loan  out  to  my  clients  in 
hospitals  who  cannot  afford  to  pay  for 
this  sort  of  entertainment. 

I  am  back  at  the  office  at  2:30.  My 
first  afternoon  caller  is  a  gentleman 
from  jail.  "Hi!  Sister — 'member  me? 
I'm  just  from  jail.  Oh!  just  a  little 
matter  of  a  rubber  cheque."  Referral  is 
made  to  the  John  Howard  Society. 

Next — a  phone  call  from  a  local 
rooming  house  to  say,  one  of  their 
resident  guests,  a  girl,  who  is  known  to 
this  Agency,  is  ill,  and  wonders  what 
can  be  done.  A  hurried  home  visit 
made,  a  doctor  called,  and  the  girl  is 
sent  to  hospital.  Her  parents  in  the 
country  are  notified. 

It  is  now  four  o'clock  and  I  am 
(continued  on  page  29) 
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Down  North 

in 


• 

September  4th  dawned  grey  and 
dismal,  but  neither  the  weather  nor  the 
awful  gumbo  could  dampen  the  lively 
spirits  of  the  students  on  this  first  day 
of  the  new  school  year.  Yes,  first  days 
are  always  pleasant  days,  with  many 
surprises  in  store  for  the  happy  young- 
sters and  their  teachers.  Not  the  least 
pleasant  surprise  was  the  fact  that  all 
six  teachers  at  Rosary  School  are  Cath- 
olics, the  first  time  this  has  happened 
since  the  school  opened  in  1949. 


According  to  A  World  Geography 
for  Canadian  Schools  by  Denton  and 
Lord,  "The  chmate  of  the  Peace  River 
district  is  moderate  considering  the 
latitude.  September  and  October  are 
usually  pleasant  months  with  warm 
days  but  colder  nights."  It  was,  there- 
fore, with  mixed  feelings,  in  which 
astonishment  was  the  common  factor, 
that  parents,  children  and  teachers 
looked  out  on  a  snow-covered  land- 
scape on  the  morning  of  September 


THE  CAR  TO  WATCH  IS  THE  CAR  BEHIND  THE  CAR  IN  FRONT  OF  YOU. 
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Manning 


26th.  For  two  days,  the  snow  continued 
to  fall,  while  children  romped  raptur- 
ously in  snow  ball  fights  and  parents 
dismally  pondered  the  possible  effects 
on  their  unharvested  grain.  October, 
however,  brought  bright  sunny  days 
and  warm,  drying  winds,  so  most  of 
the  grain  was  salvaged. 

With  satisfactory  speed  the  transition 
from  holidays  to  school  days  was  ac- 
complished and  soon  all  classes  were 
in  full  swing.  We  are  the  proud  pos- 
sessors of  a  fine  projector  at  Rosary 
School.  In  October  we  had  an  excellent 
film  on  how  to  give  artificial  respira- 
tion. Grades  VI  and  VII  were  espec- 
ially attentive  and,  to  a  man,  volun- 
teered for  demonstration  following  the 
film.  It  was  during  the  demonstration 
period  that  an  ubiquitous  camera 
snapped  us  as  we  worked. 

Our  High  School  students  observed 
National  Book  Week  with  an  elaborate 
poster  display.  The  display  was  their 
effort  toward  the  accomplishment  of 
the  aim  of  Book  Week,  which  is  not 
solely  to  increase  one's  own  reading, 
but  to  encourage  an  interest  in  and 
love  for  reading  in  others.  During  the 
week  we  received  a  new  shipment  of 
pamphlets.  The  near  riot  I  was  obliged 
to  quell  as  the  pupils  clamoured  for 
their  share  of  the  pamphlets,  made  me 
thankful  that  their  love  of  reading  is 
already  well  developed.  But  oh,  how 

SOME  PEOPLE  CAN  HARDLY  WAIT  TO 


Sister  Hudon  supervising 

artifica!  respiration 


wistfully  I  wished  for  "Just  one 
hundred  dollars,  dear  Lord,  just  one 
little  hundred  dollars  with  which  to  buy 
books  for  the  school  library." 

The  greatest  and  most  unpleasant 
surprise  of  the  new  school  year  came 
with  the  announcement,  on  All  Saints 
Day,  that  Father  de  Champlain,  our 
dear  pastor  and  friend,  was  leaving 
us  for  a  chaplaincy  in  the  Air  Force. 
Maybe  it  is  only  when  people  go  away 
that  we  realize  the  wonderful  things 
they  have  done.  Certainly,  as  we  look 
back  on  the  nine  years  Father  spent  in 
Manning,  we  can  only  marvel  at  what 
he  accomplished.  The  spiritual  life  of 
his  parishioners  was,  of  course,  always 
Father's  first  concern.  He  was  mindful 
of  St.  Paul's  advice  to  Timothy,  "... 
preach  the  word,  be  urgent  in  season, 
out  of  season,  reprove,  entreat,  rebuke 
with  all  patience  and  teaching."  Father 
de  Champlain  preached  the  word  and 
he  did  it  without  fear  or  favour.  That 

(continued  on  page  31) 
EAR  WHAT  THEY  ARE  GOING  TO  SAY. 


JANUARY  1956 


PAGE  THIRTEEN 


^tst^r  "^fi^hm  ®^kr 


On  December  3,  1956,  the  feast  of  St. 
Francis  Xavier,  Sister  Lydia  Tyler  died 
following  a  lengthy  illness. 

Sister  Tyler  was  bom  and  educated  in 
Montreal  and  entered  the  Novitiate  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service  in  January  1936. 
Following  her  first  Profession  in  August 
1938,  Sister  enrolled  in  the  School  of 
Nursing  of  the  Misericordia  Hospital  in 
Edmonton,  Alberta,  from  which  School 
she  graduated  in  1941  with  the  gold 
medal  for  Highest  Theoretical  Standing. 
Sister  was  then  assigned  to  the  staff  of  St. 
John's  Hospital  in  Edson  where  she  re- 
mained, first  as  subject  then  as  Superior 
until  she  came  to  the  Mother  House  in 
two  months  ago,  Sister  Tyler  was  Editor 

Sister  Tyler  was  a  person  of  exceptional  talents  and  ability.  But 
her  greatest  talent  was,  undoubtedly,  for  suffering.  For  the  last  seven 
years  of  her  life,  Sister  lived,  we  might  say,  with  Death  hovering 
always  in  the  background  and  Pain  as  her  constant  companion.  On 
the  fly  leaf  of  her  missal  she  had  written,  "To  live  without  murmuring 
is  to  praise  without  ceasing",  an  axiom  to  which  she  was  completely 
faithful.  Only  in  Heaven  will  we  know  how  much  glory  she  gave  to 
God,  how  much  grace  she  obtained  for  herself,  her  community  and 
for  souls  by  her  cheerful,  ever-smiling  acceptance  of  her  Cross.  Those 
of  us  who  were  privileged  to  live  with  Sister  during  the  last  months  of 
excruciating  pain  are  convinced  that,  like  the  St.  John  de  Brebeuf 
whom  she  loved  greatly,  she  was  a  spiritual  giant. 

We  extend  our  sincere  sympathy  to  the  members  of  Sister 
Tyler's  family.  They,  as  we,  have  lost  a  Sister  here  but  have  gained, 
we  are  sure,  a  powerful  advocate  before  the  Throne  of  God. 

Requiescat  in  Pace! 


1951.  From  1954  until 
of  The  Field  at  Home. 
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OUR  LADY'S  HOSPITAL- VILNA,  ALBERTA 


A  Day  in  an  S.O.S.  Hospital 

"The  Catholic  Hospital  in  the  mission  field  stands  out  as  one  of  the  highest 
expressions  and  living  symbols  of  Christian  Charity.  It  has  always  ranked  in 
the  vanguard  of  our  missionary  efforts,  often  blazing  the  way  to  the  return  to 
or  the  acceptance  of  the  true  Faith.  For  as  Pius  IX  said  to  Ozanam  and  his 
worthy  disciples;  'When  the  world  has  ceased  to  believe  in  miracles  and  sermons, 
it  still  believes  in  charity,'  ...  In  accordance  with  their  missionary  ideal,  the 
Sisters  of  Service  has  gone  to  the  fringe  of  the  country  to  minister  to  the  sick  and 
dying.  Moreover  the  rule  of  their  institute  prohibits  them  from  accepting  large 
institutions  ...  It  is  essentially  a  missionary  endeavour.  Pioneer  work  is  the 
special  calling  of  the  sisters  who  have  taken  as  the  motto  of  their  life  the  words 
of  the  Master,  'I  have  come  to  serve.'  " 

Father  Daly  in  The  Field  at  Home,  January  1927 


A  Picture  Story 
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Night 
Watch 


Ah,  let  it  be 
The  leaning  of  my  soul 
To  Thy  sweet  whisperings 
From  out  the  dark. 


For  each  still  hour 
But  brings  Thee  near  to  me, 
And  in  the  night's  deep  silence 
Beats  Thy  Heart. 

SISTER  L.  TYLER 
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The  Apostolate 
of  the 
Mail  Bag. 


LET'S  LOOK 
IN  AT 

85th  STREET 


"A  busy  day  ahead  for  you,  Sister!" 
That  greeting  from  the  Postman  began 
another  eventful  day  at  our  "Cate- 
chism-by-mail" centre  in  the  Oil  Capi- 
tal of  Canada.  Within  minutes  the  mail 
is  distributed  and  each  Sister  is  scan- 
ning the  envelopes  to  see  who  will 
answer  today's  Roll  Call.  (You  see 
this  is  not  just  an  ordinary  school.  Our 
pupils  are  urged  to  "attend"  once  in 
ten  days,  and  in  this  way  five  Sisters 
handle  two  thousand  pupils).  "From 
Spruce  Grove  here's  Joan,  prompt  as 
usual,"  says  one  Sister.  "And  from  the 
other  side  of  the  Rockies,  comes  Pat 
of  Honeymoon  Bay."  "Susan  and  Ron- 
ald from  Port  Radium  near  Yellow- 
knife,  N.W.T.  have  mail  service  only 
once  a  month  and  they  are  here  today." 
And  so  to  the  end  of  the  pile  where 
slow  Joe  appears  from  Wandering 
River  (in  answer  to  a  reminder)! 

GOSSIPS  ARE  LIKE  BLOTTERS;  THEY  SOAK  UP 
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The  minutes  slip  by  with  silent 
teaching  interrupted  occasionally  by  a 
chuckle  from  a  Sister  who  is  getting  a 
new  slant  on  Theology  from  an  original 
pupil — or  should  we  say  an  original 
answer,  such  as:  "the  boy  with  the  five 
loves  and  two  fishes",  "He  made  the 
dumb  man  smart",  or  the  definition  of 
Mortal  Sin — "what  gets  you  to  heaven 
if  you  die  without  it." 

The  noon  hour  is  a  relaxing  time  and 
a  chance  to  enjoy  your  favourite  hob- 
by. There's  Sister  Artistica  at  the  easel 
bringing  to  life  her  favourite  flower. 
Sister  Competitor  and  her  opponent  at 
the  game  board,  and  Sister  Practical 
using  the  left-overs  from  sweaters,  et 
cetera  to  make  a  colorful — and  useful 
— afghan. 

The  lessons  that  are  steadily  being 
used  need  refills  this  afternoon,  so 
Sister  Duplicata,  an  expert  on  duplica- 
ting work  runs  off  the  colorful  sheets. 
These  will  all  have  to  be  folded  and 
the  games  inserted;  a  call  to  our  Resi- 
dential Club  brings  a  group  of  willing 
young  girls  after  work  to  give  a  wel- 
come hand. 

4:45  p.m.  comes  so  soon!  Sister 
Mailman  must  be  ahead  of  the  pick- 
up from  the  mail  box  on  the  Avenue. 
The  last  minute  rush  fills  the  mail 
bag.  Then  that  special  visit  to  the 
Chapel  to  ask  Our  Lord  to  go  with 
His  grace  to  the  hearts  of  His  Little 
Ones.  It  is  well  understood  "Without 
Me  you  can  do  nothing!" 

The  last  hours  of  the  day  bring  a 
new  pattern  of  activity.  Ring-g-g-g!  "Is 
this  Thursday?  That  must  be  Marilyn. 
Just  five  more  days  before  her  big 
day!"  Sister  collects  her  books  and  is 
off  for  another  keen  discussion  on  the 
Teaching  of  our  Religion  with  a  pros- 
pective convert.  Meanwhile  Sister 
Musicala  takes  advantage  of  this  time 
to  prepare  for  organ  playing  at  Wed- 


Hobbiests  at  recreation. 

nesday  devotions  at  the  Parish  Church, 
and  Sunday  Mass  at  one  of  the  Mission 
Churches.  While  in  the  office,  remain- 
ing Sisters  are  preparing  the  oral  les- 
sons that  are  scheduled  for  the  week- 
end in  country  missions.  Catechisms, 
Reference  Books,  pictures,  charts  are 
all  in  use  putting  together  that  import- 
ant lesson. 

Night  Prayers  bring  the  busy  day 
to  a  fitting  close.  "Thank  you,  dear 
Lord,  for  using  our  efforts  in  your 
great  work  of  Redemption." 


One  must  have  a  sound,  substantial 
approach  to  missionary  work,  devoid 
of  sentiment  and  the  mistakes  of  the 
past.  One  must  keep  healthy,  happy, 
humorous  and  holy,  and  one  will  do 
good  work,  remembering  God  will  not 
look  for  Medals,  Degrees  or  Diplomas, 
but  for  Scars. 

Most  Rev.  R.  J.  Cushing,  D.D. 
Archbishop  of  Boston 
To  the  Marist  Sisters,  1955. 


EVERYTHING  BUT  GET  IT  ALL  BACKWARDS. 
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THE  EASIEST  WAY 
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^       Salted  'i^eant? 


This  question,  often  unexpressed,  lies  unanswered  in  the  heart  of 
many  a  good,  devout  Catholic  girl.  She  really  loves  the  Divine  Master, 
and  love  wishes  to  express  itself  in  action.  One  year  runs  into  another 
and  she  still  continues  to  ask  herself.  "What  can  I  really  do  to  prove 
my  love  for  the  Sacred  Heart?" 

The  best  answer  to  this  question  is  "Go  where  Christ  is  not  .  .  . 
and  take  Him  with  you."  There  are  many  places  in  Western  Canada 
where  Christ  is  not,  for  His  Church  is  not  there.  Yes,  out  on  the  bald 
Western  Prairie  and  in  the  sheltered  valleys  of  British  Columbia  how 
many  places  there  are  where  the  warm  glow  of  the  sanctuary  lamp 
never  shines  .  .  .  places  where  the  Catholic  children  have  no  one  to 
break  unto  them  the  bread  of  life  .  .  .  where  settlers  are  surrounded 
by  a  materialistic  and  often  non-Catholic  atmosphere,  and  are  living 
out  of  touch  with  the  Church,  her  teaching,  and  her  Sacraments. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  go  where  Christ  is  not  and  take  Him  with 
them — they  go  into  the  vast  Home  Mission  Field.  Come,  young 
Catholic  girl,  go  into  that  Field  with  them,  and  do  great  things  for 
the  Divine  Heart  that  has  loved  man  so  dearly. 

God  gave  Himself  to  you — why  not  give  yourself  to  Him? 

G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R.  in  A  Call  to  Service 


WEIGHT  IS  TO  LEAVE  IT  ON  THE  PLATE. 
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From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D. 


I  enclose  $2.00  for  the  tickets  and  the 
stups.  I  can't  send  you  my  lesson  because 
I  was  doing  them  and  my  little  brother  who 
is  three  years  old  put  them  in  the  trash- 
can  and  it  was  burning.  Could  you  sent  us 
them  again  (Claudette  and  Carol)  The  last 
lesson  you  sent  me  was  lesson  16.  Yours 
truly, 

Carol 

Here  I  was  just  going  to  let  you  know 
that  I  have  sold  my  2  books  of  tickets.  And 
I  was  gald  that  you  send  them  to  me  as  it 
was  not  hard  for  me  to  sell,  it  was  like  a 
hoppy  or  a  time  pasting.  And  I  wonder  if 
you  could  send  me  another  2  books.  And  I 
am  going  to  send  the  money  in  an  envope 
with  my  lessons.  So  I  wondered  if  you 
could  send  my  sister  those  lessons  too.  She 
started  Grade  1  this  year.  She  is  6  years 
old  so  I  would  like  you  to  send  them  with 
our  lesons  when  you  returned  our  checked 
once.  By  the  way  how  are  all  the  sisters  at 


Edmonton?  For  us  kids  we  are  find.  And 
are  not  so  busy  at  all.  1  hope  you  are  not 
so  busy  to.  As  I  don't  mind  to  do  those 
lessons  at  all.  I  guess  that  was  all  I  was 
going  to  say  or  ask  you's.  So  I  hope  you 
don't  mind  sending  my  sisters  lessons  right 
away  with  ours.  So  let's  hope  we  win  the 
raffle.  So  may  God  bless  you's  all.  Grate- 
fully yours 

Irene 

I  ^old  all  the  tickets  and  I  got  the  money. 
I  am  thanking  you  for  the  tickets.  I  got  the 
money  it  was  2  dollars  and  25c.  I  was 
gald  to  sell  them.  People  liked  to  buy  them 
and  I  was  gald  to  see  it.  I  am  closing  now. 
Thank  you  very  much.  Yours  turley. 

Donna 

Could  please  send  me  two  lessons.  For 
two  months  I  have  been  storing  energy  and 
now  I'm  just  bursting  with  energy  to  get 
some  work  done. 

Joe 


MONEY  DOESN'T  TALK  ANY  LONGER  —  FT  GOES  WITHOUT  SAYING. 
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1  am  an  alter  boy  serve  at  Mass  almost 
every  morning  and  pray  for  the  Pope. 

Yours  truly, 

Bruce 


Thank  you  for  the  holy  picture  of  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary  and  Jesus.  Thank  you  for  the 
stabel  of  Bethlehem  and  the  animals.  We 
are  making  a  barn  for  the  animals  and  baby 
Jesus  and  put  it  under  the  Christmas  tree. 

Beverley 


How  are  you?  I  am  fine.  I  didn't  know 
what  to  do  with  my  birthday  money  so  I 
thought  I  would  send  it  to  you.*  Our  birth- 
day was  on  May  5.  We  enjoy  our  lessons 
but  they  seem  to  get  harder  all  the  time. 
Sincerely  yours 

Joyce 


I  thought  I  would  drop  a  few  lines  to 
let  you  know  that  I  sent  all  my  lessons  in 
and  sent  my  last  ones  in  did  yous  get  them 
and  I  wrote  a  letter  on  July  7  to  yous  and 
never  heard  from  yous  yet  I  thought  I 
would  write  to  yous  to  see  if  yous  got  that 
other  letter  I  wrote  to  yous  and  I  asked  a 
few  questions  to.  Yours  truly, 

Jerry 


Just  going  to  drop  a  line  to  see  how  you 
spent  the  nice  summer  holidays.  Hope  you 
had  a  nice  time.  I  sure  had  a  nice  time.  I 
was  ever  in  Edmonton.  I  am  very  glad  again 
to  take  my  lessons.  I  would  like  two  at  each 
time.  Thanks.  Both  are  Elsie  and  Shirley 
glad  to  received  them.  We  are  all  fine.  Hope 
this  reach  you  in  the  best  health.  May  God 
help  you  check  all  them  lesson.  Love, 

ADELINE 


I  received  my  catachism  work  and  I  was 
very  happy  that  I  got  100,  I  will  never 
know  how  to  thank  you.  I  am  very  happy 
I  got  those  lovely  little  pictures  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  year.  My  Mother  and  Father  are 
glad  I  get  it  to.  They  think  the  catichism  is 
good  for  me.  That  it  is  nice  of  you  to  be  so 
jenerous  and  sent  it.  With  love, 

ARLENE 

P.S.  I  like  my  catichism  very  much 

Thank  you  for  the  lessons  you  have  sent 
us  and  corrected  so  promptly  in  the  past 

*Editor's  note:  Joyce  and  Janice  are  twins — 
8  years  old. 


term.  I  am  very  glad  that  you  have  sent 
new  lessons  so  early  so  we  will  be  sure  to 
finish  on  time  this  year. 

We  wiil  try  to  mail  our  finished  lessons  as 
promptly  as  possible  but  if  our  roads  are 
bad  in  winter  we  sometimes  are  a  month  or 
more  without  being  able  to  go  to  the  post 
office. 

I  am  enclosing  a  money  order  for  $3.15. 
This  is  for  two  books  of  tickets  we  have 
received  for  the  draw.  Douglas  wants  an- 
other book  to  sell  to  his  friends.  While  the 
15c  is  for  his  little  book  "The  Story  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin"  Thanking  you,  I  remain, 

Yours  sincerely, 

Mrs.  R.  Alberta 


We  were  glad  when  we  received  our  les- 
sons Wednesday  night,  as  we've  been  look- 
ing forward  to  them.  I  say  we,  as  I  enjoy 
them  just  as  much  as  the  children.  David 
is  6  years  old  now  and  going  to  school.  He 
wants  to  know  if  he  can  do  Catechism  too. 
He  was  disappointed  he  didn't  get  any.  So 

1  told  him  I'd  write  to  you  about  it.  Its 
kind  of  hard  to  teach  the  children  Religion 
all  by  myself,  but  I'm  doing  all  I  can.  We 
only  have  church  once  in  a  great  while  here 
now  as  our  resident  priest  has  been  gone  for 

2  years.  A  Father  comes  from  Prince  George 
once  about  every  three  months  as  this 
Diocese  is  very  short  of  priests.  Please  pray 
for  me  and  my  children  as  we  need  it  very 
much.  Thanking  you  I  remain.  Yours  in 
Christ, 

Mrs.  B.  B.C. 


I  imagine  by  now  you  are  again  mailing 
out  lessons.  I  received  my  last  lesson  in 
Calgary  but  did  not  get  it  returned  as  I  was 
quite  busy  with  the  children  and  housework 
where  I  was  working. 

I  was  married  on  the  16th  of  July  and 
am  living  at  L.  now.  Even  tho  I  am  married 
I  would  like  to  complete  my  course  with 
you  if  that  is  possible. 

The  last  completed  lesson  I  have  is  Les- 
son 14,  Part  1,  On  Baptism,  the  Nature, 
Necessity,  Minister  of  Baptism  and  the 
Manner  of  Baptizing.  I  received  the  next 
two  lessons  from  you  but  mislaid  them 
somewhere — either  Calgary  or  home  so  if  I 
may  continue  to  take  the  lessons  I  would 
like  a  couple  at  a  time.  Thank  you  very 
much. 

Your  pupil, 

Helen. 


YOUTH  IS  NOT  A  TIME  OF  LIFE,  IT  IS  A  STATE  OF  MIND. 
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EDSON 

REVISITED 


After  twelve  years  in  the  East,  1  have 
returned  to  Edson  and  find  that  the 
town  has  really  grown  since  1945. 
While  there  are  now  six  Ghost  towns 
in  the  Coal  Branch  area,  just  seventy 
miles  West  of  Edson,  the  population  of 
Edson  itself  has  almost  doubled  in 
these  twelve  years.  About  half  the 
homes  in  the  town  are  new.  There  is 
also  a  new  Federal  Building  and  most 
of  the  shops  and  business  houses  have 
taken  on  a  new  look. 

From  our  hospital,  we  can  see  High- 
way 16,  just  one  block  south.  This 
highway  has  been  resurfaced  with 
blacktopping  from  Lloydminster  to 
Jasper  town,  a  distance  of  391  miles. 
Mr.  Charles  Grant  of  Edmonton  made 
the  first  motor  trip  to  Jasper  National 
Park,  back  in  1923,  in  a  Model  T, 
covering  the  200  miles  in  about  16 
hours.  Just  a  few  weeks  ago,  the  same 


gentleman  made  the  same  trip  in  AVi 
hours.  The  Super-Continental  has  also 
shortened  the  Trans-Canada  trip  by 
rail.  Atom  bombs,  diesel  engines,  anti- 
biotics and  automation  have  changed 
many  things,  including  statistics,  travel- 
ling time,  health  and  employment  prob- 
lems. 

On  my  arrival  at  the  hospital  on 
September  21st,  I  was  initiated  into  the 
art  of  admitting  patients.  That  started 
a  jumble  of  letters  running  through  my 
brain  such  as  "ABC",  "DVA", 
"WCB",  "DMA"  et  cetera,  et  cetera. 
I  know  from  recent  conversations  with 
my  sister's  children,  David  and  Ann, 
that  although  "2  and  2"  are  still  "4", 
the  old  arithmetic  has  been  revolution- 
ised for  the  present  generation.  No 
longer  do  scholars  worry  about  addit- 
ions, subtractions  or  divisions.  Now, 
I  am  told,  they  learn  the  "plus  signs", 


VERY  FEW  PEOPLE  SUFFER  FROM  EGOTISM; 
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"take-aways"  and  "guzintas".  This  last 
1  learned,  after  much  questioning,  is  a 
corruption  of  "goes  into's".  And  here 
I  am,  at  my  age,  learning  a  new  alpha- 
bet. 

But  all  is  not  worry,  frustration  or 
confusion.  We  have  our  little  amusing 
and  pleasant  interludes.  A  mother 
brought  her  young  son  in  for  a  minor 
operation.  Jimmy,  who  had  been  dis- 
charged and  was  watching  for  his 
mother  to  come  for  him,  saw  the  lady 
leaving.  He  politely  reminded  her, 
"Lady,  you  forgot  your  little  boy."  And 
a  few  weeks  ago  we  had  a  flash  back 
on  English  history,  admitting  patients 
with  the  names,  "Nelson,  Gladstone, 
Bacon  and  Wesley. 

My  fourth  day  here  was  a  record- 
breaker  with  the  greatest  number  of 
admissions  ever  made  in  one  day.  My 
first  week-end,  we  admitted  seven  pat- 
ients who  were  victims  of  three  differ- 
ent car  accidents.  A  few  days  later  we 
had  three  boys,  all  4  years  of  age,  for 
herniotomy  operations;  then,  three 
little  girls  for  tonsillectomies  on  the 
same  day.  But  everything  doesn't  come 
in  threes. 

The  year  1955  was  the  biggest  year 
in  the  history  of  St.  John's  Hospital, 
but  glancing  over  the  figures  for  1956 
to  date,  this  year  should  exceed  last 
year.  Much  of  this  is  due  to  the  great 
number  of  patients  coming  from  Hin- 
ton,  which  is  about  55  miles  further 
West.  Many  newcomers  to  the  Province 
are  working  on  the  construction  of  the 
North  West  Pulp  and  Power  Company 
buildings. 

On  November  3rd,  mining  opera- 
tions stopped  for  the  last  time  at  Luscar 
in  the  Coal  Branch.  Luscar  is  the  6th 
Ghost  Town  in  as  many  years  in  this 
area;  a  disappearing  market  for  coal 
caused  this  strip  mine,  the  town's  only 
industry,  to  be  closed.  Luscar,  and  the 


other  five  once  busthng  towns,  are 
deserted  and  silent  monuments  to  Al- 
berta's great  coal  history. 

About  half  the  houses  in  Edson  have 
been  erected  in  the  last  twelve  years. 
They  are  modern  homes,  some  brick 
but  most  of  them  frame,  painted  white, 
blue,  red,  green,  buff  or  other  bright 
colours.  The  new  Post  Office,  at  the 
comer  of  5th  and  Main  streets,  occu- 
pies the  first  floor  of  the  Federal 
Building,  a  modern  two-storey,  cement- 
block  building  with  green  metal  trim 
around  doors  and  windows.  As  I  recall 
it,  back  in  '45,  the  Post  Office  was 
crowded  into  a  corner  of  Low's  Hard- 
ware store.  The  buff  stucco  building  on 
the  north-west  corner  of  5th  and  Main, 
is  the  Edson  Medical  Centre,  which 
houses  the  offices  of  our  three  medi- 
cal men.  Doctors  Begg,  Crawford  and 
Lee,  as  well  as  the  town  dentist.  Dr. 
Robins.  We  also  boast  of  new  ele- 
mentary and  high  schools  and  a  new 
Sacred  Heart  Church.  On  the  site  of  the 
old  church  there  now  stands  the  new 
Monastery  of  the  Redemptorist  Fath- 
ers. Both  church  and  monastery  were 
built,  for  the  most  part,  by  the  volun- 
teer labour  of  Fathers  and  parishioners. 

In  the  hospital  a  new  X-ray  machine 
and  a  rebuilt  and  re-equipped  labora- 
tory are  among  the  many  improve- 
ments. But  all  the  modernity,  all  the 
antibiotics  and  automation  in  the  world 
cannot  change  the  ways  of  nature  and 
babies  still  come  as  they  did  in  Grand- 
mother's day.  Mother  Nature  still  has 
the  final  word  in  other  things  too. 
Industrialism  has  not  made  any  dif- 
ference to  the  blue  skies  of  Alberta. 
We  still  pause  in  reverent  awe  before 
the  sunrises,  the  sunsets,  the  chinook 
arch,  all  the  beauties  which  are  the 
hall-mark  of  the  Eternal  Father,  His 
work  and  His  alone! 

SISTER  EVELYN  TUNNEY 


WITH  MOST  OF  THEM  ITS  A  PLEASURE. 
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St.  Joseph  walked  serene  and  calm. 
The  Mother's  heart  was  glad; 
Her  Baby  looked  at  her  and  smiled; 
Only  the  ass  was  sad. 

St.  Joseph's  gaze  was  on  the  stars. 
Our  God  was  Mary's  song. 
Only  the  ass  hung  down  his  head 
And  saw  the  way  was  long. 

But  carrying  that  Holy  Child 

And  Mother  on  their  way. 

His  grumbles  ceased  and  he  became 

More  cheerful  day  by  day. 

O  Holy  Mother  grant  me  this 
Before  my  life  is  done, 
To  be,  if  I  must  be  an  ass. 
At  least,  a  cheerful  one. 

ALL  MEN  ARE  BORN  FREE  AND  EQUAL,  BUT  MOST  OF  THEM  MARRY. 
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DIRECT  APOSTOLATE 

(continued  from  page  11) 

expecting  a  student  to  report.  She  is 
a  perfect  product  of  this  generation, 
talented,  personable,  but  susceptible  to 
the  influence  of  the  male,  the  movies, 
and  the  current  style  in  make-up.  Her 
mother,  with  residence  out  of  town, 
requested  supervision. 

Five-fifteen,  an  appointment  with  a 
man  from  the  mill,  a  marital  problem. 
His  wife  said  he  would  not  come  to  the 
office — he  doesn't  like  Catholics — 
and  he  made  the  mistake  of  marrying 
one.  He  comes — tired  and  weary,  after 
a  hard  day  at  the  mill,  his  grey  eyes 
look  inquiringly  at  me.  Perhaps,  like 
my  little  Itahan,  at  the  beginning  of 
the  day,  I  remind  him  of  his  mother. 
However,  we  get  along  with  the  inter- 
view, and  at  the  end,  we  both  agree 
that  Mrs.  X.  would  be  a  better  wife, 
if  she  was  a  better  Catholic. 

Five  forty-five — Joe  has  an  appoint- 
ment. Joe  is  having  trouble  with  his 
Jennie.  He  is  difficult — so  is  she. 
Patience,  and  silent  ejaculations  help 
the  long  tiresome  interview.  Joe,  in 
his  dull-witted  way  says  he'll  "remain 
neutral".  This  will  take  further  inter- 
pretation. 

Two  more  appointments  to  keep 
before  I  write  "finished"  to  another 
day.  Another  day  of  working  in,  with 
and  for  Christ,  through  the  direct  or 
contact  apostolate. 


TONSILS -ONE  HALF  DOZEN 

(continued  from  page  5) 

supper  was  over  he  called  Sister  to  get 
him  a  bigger  pair  of  pyjamas  as  the 
ones  he  wore  were  too  tight  around 
the  waist.  Sister  assured  him  that  when 
his  stomach  got  rested  there  would  be 
plenty  of  room. 

Nine  a.m.  came  all  too  soon.  Roy 
had  already  informed  his  brothers  that 
the  only  thing  about  the  hospital  they 
would  not  like  was  getting  needles,  so 
they  took  the  needles  philosophically. 
The  first  in  line  for  the  operating  room 
was  Bobbie  who,  besides  his  tonsils, 
had  some  baby  teeth  for  extraction. 
When  Bobbie  was  carried  back  to  bed, 
Roy  looked  him  over  and  decided  that 
the  bit  of  blood  around  his  mouth  was 
due  to  the  teeth  which  had  been  pulled. 
Both  Roy  and  Keith  agreed  that  Bobbie 
looked  like  an  elephant  with  "that  tube 
coming  out  of  his  nose."  Next,  Roy 
instructed  Keith,  "Now,  don't  be 
frightened  because  you  don't  have  to 
have  any  teeth  out."  Finally,  it  was 
Roy's  turn.  Before  going  to  the  O.R.  he 
advised  Sister  not  to  leave  his  little 
brothers  because  "they  may  get  up,  so 
pull  the  sides  up  on  the  bed  so  they'll 
be  safe."  The  rest  of  the  day  was  very 
quiet  as  the  trio  slept  off  the  an- 
aesthetic. 

When  Mummy  and  Daddy  came  the 
following  afternoon  there  were  three 
happy  little  boys  awaiting  them,  all 
talking  at  once  and  each  with  his  own 
story  to  tell.  They  promised  to  come 
back  to  see  the  Sisters,  but  only  to 
visit,  unless,  as  Roy  said,  "I  would 
maybe  fall  off  my  horse  and  break  my 
arm." 

SISTER  B.  KNOPIC 


TO  BE  TRUSTED  IS  A  GREATER  COMPLIMENT  THAN  TO  BE  LOVED. 
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(continued  from  page  7) 

Maritime  School  of  Social  Work. 
Hence  each  morning  they  leave  the 
house  at  8:30  and  return  home  about 
5:30  p.m.  So  we  strike  off  those  two 
Sisters  from  the  eight. 

Next,  the  two  Port  Sisters  left  about 
ten  a.m.,  returned  home  for  dinner  at 
5:30  p.m.  then  back  to  the  Port  to 
meet  the  second  boat  which  started  to 
unload  about  6  p.m.  and  the  Sisters 
were  busy  until  midnight.  There  were 
still  four  Sisters  at  home,  but  not  for 
long!  ! 

Once  a  week  a  Sister  spends  an 
afternoon  among  the  120  men  and 
women  residing  at  the  City  Home.  It 
was  my  privilege  to  accompany  Sister 
on  one  of  these  visits.  What  a  sight  it 
was  to  see  these  careworn,  wrinkled 
faces  light  up  with  happiness  as  Sister 
entered  each  ward!  All  eyes  were  on 
her  as  she  moved  from  bed  to  bed  with 
a  word  of  consolation  for  one,  lending 
a  sympathetic  ear  to  another,  and  a 
joke  for  the  bright  "young  man"  of  96 
years  who  is  interested  in  all  that  is 
going  on  even  to  what  is  happening  in 
the  field  of  Politics.  Usually  one  Sister 
does  the  visiting,  but  on  the  particular 
day  which  I  am  recalling  Sister  was 
taking  a  little  treat  to  each  one  of  the 
patients  and  needed  a  companion  to 
help  her — which  left  just  two  of  us 
at  home. 

Even  my  last  companion,  I  was 
destined  to  lose.  A  'phone  call  came  in 
about  an  old  lady  living  alone  who 
needed  some  assistance.  So  Sister  filled 
her  bag  with  a  few  things  that  would 
tempt  an  old  lady's  palate  and  away 
she  went.  Here  was  I  (I,  who  had 
wondered  why  eight  Sisters  would  be 
needed  on  this  Mission)  left  alone 
to  carry  on. 

This  is  typical  of  what  can  and  does 


happen  in  Halifax.  I  can  assure  you 
there  is  never  a  dull  moment!  How  did 
I  spend  the  afternoon?  Mrs.  B.  came  in 
looking  for  some  children's  clothing. 
She  has  six  children  going  to  school 
and  four  pre-school.  Her  husband  can 
only  secure  intermittent  work.  We  were 
able  to  send  her  away  happy  with  a 
bag  full  of  used  clothing,  but  all  in 
good  condition.  Kind  friends  through- 
out the  city  supply  us  with  these 
articles. 

Mrs.  B.  was  followed  shortly  by 
Mrs.  S.  whose  husband  had  been  laid 
off  and  who  has  nine  children  and  very 
little  in  the  house  to  eat.  A  grocery 
order  was  sent  to  them  to  tide  them 
over  for  a  few  days.  There  were  several 
'phone  inquiries  for  girls  or  women 
to  do  domestic  work  et  cetera,  and  so 
the  afternoon  passed.  About  5  p.m.  the 
girls  began  coming  home.  Some  are 
students,  anxious  to  tell  us  about  an 
exam  they  have  passed  or  one  for 
which  they  must  study.  Others  are 
working  in  offices  or  stores  and  glad  to 
be  home  after  a  strenuous  day. 

From  the  time  dinner  is  eaten  and 
the  Rosary  said  until  11  p.m.  the  re- 
creation room  is  a  beehive  of  activity 
— music — dancing — T.V.  and  games. 
Many  girls  who  have  formerly  stayed 
with  us  return  in  the  evenings  for  some 
relaxation.  There  is  also  a  group  of 
Italian  young  men  recently  arrived  in 
Canada  who,  having  been  met  at  the 
Port  by  the  Sisters  feel  that  this  is  their 
home.  Hence  several  evenings  during 
the  week  they  drop  in  and  by  mixing 
with  the  girls  are  gradually  picking  up 
English. 

I  still  love  the  North  and  the  grand 
people  I  met  there,  but  I  must  confess 
that  I  am  being  made  to  feel  quite  at 
home  here  and  am  becoming  accus- 
tomed to  all  the  activity  of  a  large 
mission. 

SISTER  GERTRUDE  WALSH 


ITS  WHAT  YOU  LEARN  AFTER  YOU  KNOW  IT  ALL  THAT  COUNTS. 
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The  following  letter  was  re- 
ceived by  the  Superior  of  one  of 
our  missions  who  had  sent  a  box 
to  a  poor  missionary  priest. 

My  dear  Sister: 

When  I  was  very  young  — 
about  six  hundred  years  ago — my 
mother  used  to  spring  surprises 
on  me  and  give  unexpected  and, 
perhaps,  unmerited  presents,  just 
to  enliven  an  already  lively  young 
life.  There  was  the  toy  tank,  but 
it  got  lost  in  a  heap  of  sand,  then 
there  was  a  dog  called  Binkie,  and 
a  magic  lantern  (but  one  of  my 
numerous  sisters  broke  that)  and 
— but  never  mind  the  others,  it  is 
just  that  there  were  some  very 
pleasant  surprises.  And  your  very 
nice  and,  again,  unmerited  parcel 
gave  me  such  pleasure  as  my  toy 
tank.  When  you  get  to  Heaven, 
wait  a  bit  though,  and  God  asks  if 
you  fed  Him  and  succoured  Him, 
you  can  say,  "Yes,  dear  God,  I 
sent  a  marvelous  parcel  to  Father 
X,  whom  I  didn't  know  and  who 
did  not  deserve  anything  at  all". 
And  God  will  say,  "Well,  come 
along  in  and  sit  down  between 
St.  Vincent  de  Paul  and  Saint 
Nicholas,  unless  you  prefer  a 
woman  saint,  and  thank  you." 

To  thank  you  I'll  be  saying 
Mass  for  you  on  the  25th,  and  if 
ever  you  want  Masses  for  you  and 
yours,  let  me  know,  and  allow  me 
to  offer  them  for  you,  any  day 
you  like  except  Sunday.  Thank 
you  again  and  God  bless  you. 

Sincerely, 

Father  X 


DIPLOMACY  IS  THE  ART  OF 


DOWN  NORTH  IN  MANNING 

(continued  from  page  13) 

God  blessed  his  devoted  work  and 
made  fruitful  his  words  can  be  seen 
by  the  greatly  increased  attendance 
at  Mass  and  the  Sacraments  in  this 
parish. 

That  the  Catholic  children  of  the 
Battle  River  country  have  a  beautiful 
school  of  their  own  is  due  to  the  hard 
work  of  Father  de  Champlain.  Father's 
reahzation  of  the  necessity  of  a  Catho- 
lic education  for  Catholic  children  is 
a  driving  force  in  his  life.  It  carried  him 
through  all  the  ups  and  downs  of  build- 
ing a  school,  even  to  working  in  the 
bush  with  men  of  the  parish,  cutting, 
sawing  and  planing  lumber.  The  school 
an  accomplished  fact.  Father  turned 
his  efforts  toward  the  procuring  of 
Catholic  teachers.  This  year,  thanks 
to  Father  de  Champlain,  four  young 
parishioners  of  Manning  are  studying 
at  the  Faculty  of  Education  in  Edmon- 
ton on  Separate  School  Bursaries.  By 
means  of  the  Bursaries,  money  is  pro- 
vided for  the  education  of  teachers, 
who,  in  return,  guarantee  to  teach  for 
two  years  in  the  Separate  Schools. 
Father  was  tireless  in  encouraging 
young  people,  whether  in  his  own  par- 
ish or  elsewhere,  to  recognise  the 
urgent  need  of  Catholic  teachers  in  the 
Separate  Schools  of  the  Province  and 
to  rise  to  the  challenge  which  the  need 
creates.  It  is  not  too  difficult  to  explain 
the  epidemic  of  blurred  vision  which 
affected  the  children  on  the  afternoon 
of  November  2nd  as  Father  visited 
each  class  to  give  his  blessing  and  to 
shake  hands  with  the  pupils.  May  his 
great  work  in  Manning  be  blessed  with 
rich  fruits.  In  Manning's  loss  of  a  de- 
voted priest  and  spiritual  guide  the 
Air  Force  gains  a  splendid  chaplain. 

NG  SOMEONE  HAVE  YOUR  WAY. 
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RUSSIA  WILL  BE  CONVERTED  by 
John  M.  Haffert.  Ave  Maria  In- 
stitute, Washington,  N.J.  $1.00 
(paper  bound) 

A  sincere  exposition,  by  the  Editor 
of  Soul,  of  the  meaning  of  Commun- 
ism, the  message  of  Fatima  and  the 
application  of  the  latter  to  the  needs 
of  our  times. 

A  BOOK  OF  SAINTS  by  Mildred 
Criss.  Dodd,  Mead  &  Company 
(Canada)  Limited,  25  Hollinger  Rd., 
Toronto  16,  Ont.  $3.50 

A  collection  of  lives  of  the  saints 
for  girls  and  boys  from  10  to  14.  The 
book  has  the  Imprimatur  of  Cardinal 
Spellman.  The  author  appears  to  lean 
heavily  on  legend  and  the  apocrypha 
for  her  information. 


THE  NUN'S  STORY  by  Kathryn 
Hulme.  Little  Brown  &  Company 
(Canada)  Limited,  25  Hollinger  Rd., 
Toronto  16,  Ont.  $4.50 

This  beautifully  written  and  intense- 
ly interesting  novel  would  have  been 
a  satisfying  experience  to  this  reviewer 
but  for  the  little  word  "Why".  Why  did 
Gabrielle  Van  der  Mai  enter  the  con- 
vent? Why  did  she  remain  so  long  in 
a  state  of  life  to  which  she,  obviously, 
had  no  vocation?  Why  did  her  "strictly 
honest  soul"  not  recoil  from  the  dis- 


honest way  in  which  she  made  her  final 
vows?  Vows  which,  since  they  are 
made  to  God  and  not  to  a  religious 
community  or  a  religious  superior,  can 
hardly  be  made  and  not  made  at  the 
same  time.  Had  Sister  Luke  been  an 
internee  during  war  time,  or  an  un- 
fortunate soul  caught  behind  the  Iron 
Curtain,  her  devotion  to  her  work  et 
cetera  would  have  been  admirable.  As 
a  voluntary  member  of  a  religious  com- 
munity which  she  was  free  to  leave  at 
any  time,  her  conduct  does  not  make 
too  much  sense.  Furthermore,  if  relig- 
ious life  is  the  grim,  joyless,  tense  exist- 
ence that  the  book  makes  it  out  to  be, 
who  would  want  to  remain  in  it?  The 
book  is  highly  readable  fiction — but 
definitely  fiction. 

THE  POPE  SPEAKS,  a  quarterly  pub- 
lication, published  at  3622  12tli.  St. 
N.  E.,  Washington  17,  D.C. 

A  highly,  to  be  recommended  Amer- 
ican quarterly  which  compiles  the 
speeches  and  writings  of  the  reigning 
Pontiff.  As  the  only  source,  in  English, 
of  all  the  recent  important  and  inter- 
esting messages  of  the  Holy  Father, 
The  Pope  Speaks  is  a  publication 
which  we  would  like  to  see  much  more 
highly  publicized  and  much  more 
widely  read.  It  is  a  mine  of  information 
and  a  treasure  house  of  inspiration 
from  the  lips  and  the  pen  of  the  Vicar 
of  Christ. 


SYMPATHY  IS  NEVER  WASTED  EXCEPT  WHEN  YOU  GIVE  IT  TO  YOURSELF. 
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Better  than  a  Letter! 

IT'S  A  SUBSCRIPTION  TO  THE    FIELD  AT  HOME'' 

Every  subscription  is  welcomed 
and  urgently  needed 


WonH  you  help  our  missions  by  renewing  your 
subscription  and  asking  your  friends  to  become 
new  subscribers 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto  5,  Ontario 

Please  enter  (or  renew)  the  following  subscription($)  for  the  "Field  at  Home." 

I  enclose  $  

Name  

Address  


Subscription  Rate  Name 
$1.00  a  year  Address 
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To   all   our   friends   and    benefactors  -  May   the    Peace    of  the 
Risen  Christ  be  with  you. 


A  1» 


THROUGH  THE  EDITOR'S  LENS 


Easter,  and  our  thoughts  are  Christ-thoughts  converging  from  all  the 
corners  of  our  minds  on  the  triumphant  glory  of  His  Resurrection.  But  Christ- 
centred  thoughts  are  Mary-centred  thoughts, 

"...  for  with  the  reflex  of  His  own 
Resplendent  thorns  Christ  circled  thee." 

To  paraphrase  Francis  Thompson,  the  red  rose  of  Passiontide  was  deeply 
dyed,  as  well  by  the  bleeding  thoughts  of  Mary  as  by  the  Sacred  Wounds  of 
Jesus.  Silently,  just  three  days  ago,  she  had  walked  back  along  the  Via  Dolorosa, 
her  Immaculate  Heart  pierced  by  seven  searing  swords,  to  wait  for  Him  alone. 

"...  A  woman 

Lonely  in  the  silence  and  the  trust 

Of  silence  is  her  heart  that  did  not  seek. 

Or  cry,  or  search,  but  only  waited  Him."  ^ 

O  the  silent,  trustful  quietness  of  Mary.  In  the  contemplation  of  her  gentle 
compassion,  we  too  can  find  our  way  over  the  stark,  cross-crowned  Hill  of 
Calvary  until  we  reach  the  glory  of  an  eternal  Easter.  May  the  Blessed  Mother 
of  Quiet  Thoughts  obtain  for  all  of  us  this  gift  of  serene  trustfulness  in  these 
days  of  noise,  confusion  and  unrest. 

^  Reprinted  from  A  Woman  Wrapped  In  Silence  by  permission  of  the  publishers 
The  MacMillan  Company.  Copyright  1941  by  John  W.  Lynch. 

IF  AT  FIRST  YOU  DON'T  SUCCEED,  TRY  A  LITTLE  ARDOUR. 
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Our  sympathy  is  extended  to  Our  Lady's  Missionaries  on  the  death  of 
their  Founder,  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  D.  R.  MacDonald  of  Alexandria. 
We,  who  have  so  recently  suffered  similarly,  understand  v^ell  the  deep  sorrow 
which  has  fallen  upon  the  young  Congregation.  We  wish  also  to  say  a  word 
of  congratulation  to  Our  Lady's  Missionaries.  The  appointment  of  members 
of  the  Congregation  itself  as  superiors  and  the  departure  of  the  first  band  of 
missionaries  for  Japan  mark  an  important  milestone  in  the  history  of  the 
Institute.  May  the  Light  of  the  Holy  Ghost  be  with  the  new  superiors  to  guide 
and  direct;  may  Our  Lady,  their  Patroness  and  Mother,  through  the  merits 
of  her  Divine  Son,  bless  their  labours  in  the  Foreign  Missions  and  increase 
their  numbers;  may  the  Founder,  whom  they  presently  mourn,  be  their  constant 
intercessor  before  the  throne  of  our  Eternal  Father. 


SILVER  JUBILEE 


Once  again  Jubilee  Bells  have  rung 
for  two  sisters  who,  on  February  2nd, 
passed  the  twenty-fifth  milestone  of 
their  religious  profession.  In  Edmon- 
ton, Sister  Pauline  Coates  of  Toronto 
and  in  Regina,  Sister  Edith  Wayland  of 
Montreal,  received  the  congratulations 
and  good  wishes  of  their  sisters  and 


Sister  Wayland 


Sister  Coates 


friends  across  the  country  on  the  oc- 
casion of  their  Silver  Jubilee.  Both 
Sisters  have  spent  many  years  as  cate- 
chists  in  our  Religious  Correspondence 
Schools  and  in  Religious  Vacation 
Schools.  Both  have  brought  to  their 
work  ability,  devotion  and  zeal  for 
souls.  May  the  precious  fruits  of  their 
endeavours  brighten  their  way  and 
lighten  their  burdens  as  they  press 
forward  toward  the  Golden  Jubilee  of 
loving  Service  in  the  Home  Mission 
Field. 


SPEAK  IN  ANGER  AND  YOU'LL  MAKE  THE 
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Hills  of  Eternity 

Last  summer  I  walked  through  a  cemetery.  It  was  not  a  Catholic  cemetery, 
but  I  shall  never  forget  its  name.  A  very  consoling  name,  a  name  that  reminded 
you  of  Calvary.  It  was  called  .  .  .  Hills  of  Eternity. 

I  walked  through  path  after  path,  past  stone  after  stone,  by  carpets  of 
grass  .  .  .  each  lovely  plot  an  eternal  hill.  Suddenly  I  stopped  .  .  .  stopped  in 
surprise  .  .  .  stopped  before  a  massive  memorial,  a  gigantic  stone.  I  stopped 
because  here  alone  the  grass  grew  high,  the  weeds  were  wild,  the  stone  itself 
looked  gray  and  cold. 

I  looked  closer.  It  was  the  grave  of  a  young  Jewish  boy.  Eighteen  summers 
had  been  his.  And  beneath  his  name  a  single  line  was  carved.  I  read  the  words, 
six  short  words,  and  I  understood.  Understood  why  the  grass  grew  high,  why 
the  weeds  were  wild,  why  the  wind  seemed  to  sob  as  it  fled  past  the  stone.  The 
inscription  read:  "How  Many  Hopes  Lie  Buried  Here." 

How  many  hopes  lie  buried  here!  Nineteen  hundred  years  ago  that  same 
inscription — six  short  words  that  etch  a  tragedy,  six  short  words  that  spell 
despair — that  same  inscription  was  graven  on  the  grave  of  Christ.  It  was  graven 
there  by  Luke  and  Cleophas  as  they  left  Jerusalem  after  the  burial  of  the  Lord: 
"We  had  hoped  that  He  was  to  be  the  Savior  of  Israel."  WE  HAD  HOPED.  It 
was  graven  there  by  the  Apostles  huddled  together  in  an  upper  room  like 

VERY  BEST  SPEECH  YOU'LL  EVER  REGRET. 
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little  children  afraid  of  the  dark.  WE  HAD  HOPED.  It  was  graven  there  by 
Mary  Magdalen  as  she  watched  Joseph  roll  a  stone  to  the  door  of  the  sepulchre 
and  she  stood  without,  weeping.  WE  HAD  HOPED  .  .  .  but  .  .  .  how  many 
hopes  lie  buried  here! 

And  yet  thirty-six  hours  later,  and  the  same  Christ  stood  before  Magdalen: 
"Mary"!  And  she  turned:  "Master"!  Twelve  hours  more,  and  the  same  Christ 
sat  down  to  eat  with  Luke  and  Cleophas:  "And  they  recognized  Him  when  He 
broke  bread."  Six  hours  more,  and  the  same  Christ,  the  same  Christ  who  had 
passed  through  the  chaste  cloister  of  Mary's  womb,  the  same  Christ  who  had 
passed  throug  the  sealed  doors  of  the  tomb,  the  same  Christ  had  passed  through 
the  closed  door  of  the  Supper  Room:  "Peace  be  to  you."  "And  He  showed  them 
His  hands  and  His  side." 

Dear  Readers:  ever  since  Calvary  countless  new  stones  have  been  rolled 
to  countless  fresh  tombs.  In  our  own  sad  memory,  all  too  many  white  crosses 
have  risen  over  all  too  many  grass  plots.  For  each  of  us,  somewhere  in  the  wide 
world,  there  is  a  bit  of  earth  that  spells  Calvary.  But  it  may  be  that  on  all  too 
many  of  those  tombs  we  have  graven  the  inscription  of  despair:  "HOW  MANY 
HOPES  LIE  BURIED  HERE." 

In  a  Christian  grave,  my  dear  friends,  ONE  hope,  and  ONE  HOPE 
ALONE,  lies  buried  ...  the  hope  of  a  glorious  RESURRECTION  with  Christ. 
For  one  day,  from  EVERY  tomb,  from  the  ends  of  the  earth  and  the  bottom  of 
the  sea,  a  dead  body  will  rise  to  life,  join  once  more  a  soul  that  never  died, 
and  another  Christ  will  go  forth  to  meet  his  dear  ones  and  his  God.  In  a  Christian 
grave  only  ONE  hope  lies  buried:  the  hope  of  a  glorious  resurrection  and  life 
unending  with  our  loved  ones  and  our  God.  And  all  this  because  of  this  day  and 
feast  we  celebrate  at  this  time  of  year.  It  is  Easter  Sunday,  a  day  of  rejoicing, 
the  greatest  day  and  feast  of  the  year.  The  day  on  which  Christ  rose  from  the 
dead  by  His  own  power  and  thereby  gave  us  a  pledge  that  on  the  last  day  of 
the  world  we  would  rise  from  the  dead  by  the  power  of  God. 

Anon. 


Reverend  Cecil  Killingsworth,  C.Ss.R. 

The  death  on  January  8th,  1957  of  Reverend  Father  Cecil 
Killingsworth,  C.Ss.R.,  deprived  the  Sisters  of  Service  of  a  staunch 
friend  and  benefactor  in  this  life.  For  many  years.  Father  had  shown 
a  kindly  interest  in  the  spiritual  formation  of  our  young  sisters  and, 
in  this,  his  contribution  to  the  development  of  our  Institute  was 
particularly  valuable.  He  is  remembered  in  our  grateful  prayers.  To 
Father's  brother.  Very  Reverend  Norman  Killingsworth,  C.Ss.R.  and 
to  the  Redemptorist  Community  we  offer  our  sincere  sympathy. 

May  His  Soul  Rest  in  Peace! 


A  WRINKLE  IS  SOMETHING  THAT  IF  A  PRUNE  HASN'T  GOT  IT'S  A  PLUM. 
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The  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice had  been  founded  less  than  a 
decade  when,  late  in  1927,  Father 
Ronan  first  came  to  our  Novitiate  to 
lay  the  foundation  of  a  tradition  that 
has  grown  and  strengthened  with  the 
years — a  deep  love  for  and  apprecia- 
tion of  the  true  and  the  beautiful  in 
liturgical  music.  And  through  the 
years,  except  during  the  period  of  his 
study  in  Rome,  Monsignor  has  con- 
tinued his  work  with  us  despite  the 
heavy  burden  which  high  dignity  and 
widespread  recognition  have  laid  upon 
him. 

Right  Reverend  Monsignor  J.  E. 
Ronan,  D.P.,  M.C.G.,  L.C.S.C.  was 


born  in  Colgan,  Ontario  and  ordained 
in  Toronto  in  1922.  In  1923  Father 
Ronan  was  appointed  Professor  of 
Ecclesiastical  Chant  at  St.  Augustine's 
Seminary  and  Diocesan  Supervisor  of 
Music;  1924  brought  a  further  appoint- 
ment as  Supervisor  of  Music  in  Toron- 
to Separate  Schools.  In  1926  the 
direction  of  the  Cathedral  Schola  Can- 
torum  was  placed  in  his  capable  hands. 
From  1933  to  1936  Father  studied  in 
Rome,  there  obtaining  the  degrees, 
Master  of  Gregorian  Chant  and  Licen- 
tiate in  Sacred  Composition  from  the 
Pontifical  School  of  Sacred  Music.  On 
his  return  to  Canada  in  September 
1936,  Father  resumed  his  professor- 


CHILDREN  HAVE  MORE  NEED  OF  MODELS  THAN  OF  CRITICS. 
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ship  at  St.  Augustine's  Seminary  and 
the  direction  of  the  Cathedral  Choir, 
with  the  additional  responsibility  of 
Diocesan  Director  of  Music.  His  in- 
vestiture as  a  Domestic  Prelate  in 
November  1947  was  a  well-merited 
recognition  of  Monsignor's  contribu- 
tion to  the  cause  of  liturgical  music. 
The  greatest  possible  recognition,  how- 
ever, came  to  him  in  May  1955  when, 
on  the  recommendation  of  His  Emin- 
ence Cardinal  McGuigan  and  of  twen- 
ty-five other  Canadian  Bishops,  Mon- 
signor's school  was  granted  affiliation 
with  the  Pontifical  School  in  Rome 
under  the  name  of  St.  Michael's  School 
of  Sacred  Music,  Toronto. 

These  are  but  brief  biographical 
facts  of  the  inspired  and  inspiring  artist, 
the  man  of  genius  who  has  remained, 
through  it  all,  the  simple,  great-souled 
priest.  The  debt  of  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice to  Monsignor  Ronan  will  never 
be  paid.  We  have  learned  from  him  to 
shun  what  is  shoddy  and  synthetic,  to 
reach  toward  the  finest  in  sacred  music; 
to  fill  our  souls  and  to  strive  always  to 
fill  the  souls  of  others  with  the  beauty 
inherent  in  the  rise  and  fall  of  Gregor- 
ian rhythm,  with  the  exquisite  purity 
of  classical  polyphony — but  always  for 
the  greater  glory  of  God — never  for 
art  or  beauty  as  ends  in  themselves.  In 


Monsignor's  own  words  to  choir-mas- 
ters, "Let  him  be  the  greatest  artist 
possible  but  let  not  his  art  outstretch 
his  humility  or  his  devotedness  towards 
God,  the  Supreme  Artist.  He  should  be 
a  living  cell  in  the  Mystical  Body  of 
Christ.  His  art  is  not  for  the  sake  of 
art,  but  for  the  splendour  of  Divine 
Worship  and  the  salvation  of  souls." 

It  may  be  that  Monsignor's  greatest 
contribution  to  the  formation  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  lies,  as  much  in  his 
subordination  of  created  beauty  to 
Uncreated  Truth,  as  in  his  teaching  of 
music  itself.  For  this  subordination 
highlights  many  qualities  of  soul  which 
profoundly  influence  youthful  religious; 
Monsignor's  genuine  and  never-con- 
descending appreciation  of  any  talent, 
however  limited;  his  patience  with  our 
halting  progress  where  he,  himself, 
would  run;  his  charity  exhibited  always 
in  the  kindness  and  courtesy  of  a 
gentleman;  his  habit  of  directing  every- 
thing to  God. 

From  the  depths  of  grateful  hearts 
we  pray  that  God  may  continue  to  bless 
Monsignor's  work.  Truly  may  we  say 
of  him  what  the  poet  said  of  another 
musician, 

"He  is  an  organ  where  God  keeps 
the  stops." 


Every  day  that  is  born  into  the  world  comes  like  a  burst  of  music,  and 
rings  itself  all  the  day  through;  and  thou  shalt  make  of  it  a  dance,  a  dirge, 
or  a  life  march,  as  thou  wilt. 

Carlyle 
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Canada  Rediscovered 


drug  stores  and  dimes, 

cole  slaw  and  sundaes. 

by  Joan  Goddard 


It  was  with  very  real  enthusiasm  that 
I  began  to  make  ready  for  my  trip  to 
the  New  World.  I  had  heard  Canada 
described  as  the  Golden  Gateway  and 
I  longed  to  pass  through  and  explore 
the  rolling  prairie  lands,  the  timber 
forests  and  the  Rockies. 

The  first  time  I  realized  the  import- 
ance of  my  decision  to  seek  fresh  fields 
was,  when  standing  on  deck,  I  watch- 
ed the  shore-line  recede  into  the  dist- 
ance. I  found  myself  alone,  knowing 


1 

Joan  Goddard  studies  singing  at 
Toronto  Conservatory 


no  one  on  board  and  no  one  in  the 
country  for  which  I  was  bound.  Hither- 
to the  excitement  of  my  first  ocean 
voyage  had  buoyed  me  up.  Quite  sud- 
denly, I  was  really  and  truly  "all  at 
sea".  However,  it  is  amazing  how 
quickly  one  finds  friends  and  many 
of  the  Canadians  aboard  were  able  to 
give  new  travellers  like  myself  a  few 
pointers. 

The  crossing  was  rough;  we  had  a 
taste  of  winds,  rain  and  hail.  But,  at 
last,  we  saw  land.  Sailing  into  port  at 
Saint  John,  New  Brunswick  was  a 
wonderful  sensation.  Our  arrival  was 
well  timed;  the  day  was  perfect  with 
blue  sky,  crisp,  clear  air  and  a  light 
powdering  of  snow.  We,  excitedly, 
waited  to  set  foot  on  Canadian  soil. 

After  successfully  negotiating  the 
Customs,  I  found  myself  on  a  sleeper 
bound  for  Montreal.  Unfortunately,  I 
was  able  to  spend  only  an  hour  or  so 
in  Montreal,  but  I  hope  one  day  soon 
to  make  a  thorough  exploration.  How- 
ever, I  did  at  least  see  the  station  and 


ANY  MORE  AND  YOU'D  GET  JUST  AS  TIRED. 
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it  was  there  that  I  had  my  first  hot 
dog;  I  began  to  feel  really  in  the  swing 
of  things. 

It  was  only  a  short  step  from  Mont- 
real to  Toronto — my  final  goal.  The 
only  other  large  city  I  am  at  all  familiar 
with  is  London  and,  unconsciously,  I 
compared  the  two.  In  Toronto,  I  found 
the  tempo  very  much  faster.  London, 
to  me,  still  retains  a  faint  flavour  of 
the  Elizabethan,  while  Toronto  has  an 
air  of  up-to-the-minute  vitality.  One 
thing  I  enjoyed  during  my  first  few 
days  was  the  feeling  of  being  always 
on  the  verge  of  a  new  discovery.  Small 
details  took  on  extra  interest;  drug 
stores  and  dimes,  cole  slaw  and  sun- 
daes were  all  a  fascination.  What  I 
value  most  among  the  memories  of 
those  first  days  is  the  welcome  I  re- 
ceived from  the  Sisters  of  Service,  here 


at  No.  4  Wellesley  Place.  It  is  a  won- 
derful experience  to  live  with  girls  from 
all  parts  of  the  world  as  we  do.  Es- 
pecially as  each  one  contributes  some- 
thing of  her  own  country's  way  of  life. 
Our  house,  at  the  moment,  has  repre- 
sentatives of  all  parts  of  Europe  and 
the  British  Isles  as  well  as  North  Amer- 
ica. 

As  Spring  ended  and  summer  ar- 
rived, the  house  became  very  active. 
Everyone  went  horse-back  riding,  pic- 
nicing  and  swimming.  The  city  was  left 
behind  on  weekends  when  we  went 
North  to  the  cool  lakes  of  Simcoe  and 
Muskoka.  I  found  it  particularly  pleas- 
ant to  take  a  steamer  out  on  Lake 
Ontario,  there  to  spend  the  day  on  the 
Toronto  Islands  while  still  within  sight 
of  the  city. 

(Continued  on  page  32) 


Sister  O'Kane  with  a  few  of  the  U.N.  of  No.  4 


THE  WAY  TO  GAIN  A  FRIEND  IS  TO  BE  ONE. 
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PROFESSION    AT  CANDLEMAS 


Nightlong  Our  Lady  dreamed  of  this  dear  morning. 
And  the  young  dawn  came  singing  with  your  name; 
Upon  your  heart's  white-gleaming  candelabra 
Three  candles  flame. 


Three  flames  that  burn  to  the  fragrance  of  cool  lilies, 
A  most  delicious  waste!  One  shattered  stroke 
And  nard  spills  from  the  vase  of  alabaster 
Magdalen  broke. 


Our  Lady  coming  up  this  holy  morning 

Into  the  glory  of  the  templed  place. 

Knew  the  soft,  eager  glow  of  three  white  candles 

Lighting  her  face. 


Divinely  glad,  she  knelt  in  the  purple  dawnlight 
To  kiss  two  chrismed  hands— then  folded  deep 
Within  a  lonely  souTs  most  mystic  cradle 
Her  Child  to  keep. 


Sister  M.  Theresa,  Sor.D.C. 
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Sitting:  Sisters  Sawchuk  and  McNally 
Standing:  Sisters  Renneberg,  O'Reilly  and  Harrietha 


On  the  feast  of  Our  Lady's  Purifica- 
tion, following  an  eight  day  retreat 
given  by  Reverend  Father  M.  J.  Filion 
S.J.,  two  sisters  were  happily  privileged 
to  make  their  First  Profession.  Rever- 
end John  Lockwood,  C.Ss.R.  assisted 
by  Reverend  E.  J.  Dowling,  S.J.  pre- 
sided at  the  profession  ceremony  of 
Sister  Mary  Sawchuk,  (St.  Boniface, 
Manitoba)  and  Sister  Anna  McNally, 
(Calumet  Island,  Quebec.)  On  the  eve 
of  the  Feast,  three  postulants  received 
the  Habit  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  from 
the  hands  of  Reverend  E.  J.  Dowling, 
S.J.  The  new  novices  are  Sisters  Ber- 


nice  O'Reilly,  (Killaloe,  Ontario),  Do- 
lores Harrietha,  (Glace  Bay,  N.S.)  and 
Muriel  Renneberg,  (Cudworth,  Sask.) 

Also  on  the  Feast  of  the  Purifica- 
tion, two  sisters  renewed  their  Vows. 
Sister  Margaret  Mary  Denis,  (Detroit, 
Michigan),  renewed  her  Vows  in  To- 
ronto while  Sister  Catherine  Moriarty, 
(Berwick,  Ontario),  renewed  in  Ed- 
monton. 

To  all  of  these  sisters  we  offer  our 
best  wishes  and  fervent  prayers.  May 
our  Mother  of  Perpetual  Help  obtain 
for  them  the  great  grace  of  persever- 
ance in  their  vocation. 


STANDING  ON  YOUR  DIGNITY  SELDOM  DOES  IT  ANY  GOOD. 
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Sunday  Afternoon 


i"  Wmrnpcg 


"How  do  Sisters  spend  Sunday  after- 
noons?," you  ask.  Well,  some  of  them 
teach  catechism,  as  for  example,  Sister 
Ellis  of  the  S.O.S.  Residential  Club  in 
Winnipeg.  Today,  I'm  going  with  her, 
and  I'll  make  a  report. 


Sister  Ellis  starts  out 


This  is  one  of  those  glittering  white 
days  when  the  sun  shines  down  through 
the  below-zero  air  and  no  wind  stirs. 
A  day  to  boast  about  and  enjoy  (or 
perhaps  endure,  depending  upon  your 
reaction  to  frost.)  At  any  rate,  a  per- 
fect day  for  our  outing. 

Sister's  immediate  destination  is  the 
bus  stop  on  the  corner  where  the  four 
winds  meet.  Happily,  as  I  indicated 
above,  all  windy  meetings  are  post- 
poned for  today.  (I'd  like  to  tell  you 
about  the  afternoon  I  substituted  for 
Sister  and  stood  on  that  corner  for  ten 
minutes  in  a  regular  hurricane;  but 
I  shall  desist.  Missionaries  must  learn 
to  take  life  —  and  winds  —  as  they 
come!) 

At  this  particular  spot,  one  of  the 
oldest  and  most  infirm  of  the  buses  that 
move  about  these  parts,  waits  to  load 
passengers  for  the  northern  run.  How- 
ever, if  you  are  struck  by  the  unpre- 
possessing exterior  of  the  vehicle,  the 
impression  is  quickly  erased  from  your 
mind,  as  with  three  steps,  you  move 
from  the  frigid  zone  into  the  semi- 
tropical  interior.  You  gasp,  and  quick- 
ly rid  yourself  of  scarf  and  mitts,  undo 
your  coat  and  marvel  at  the  adaptabil- 


POISE:  WHAT  MAKES  IT  POSSIBLE  FOR  A  MAN  TO 
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ity  of  the  human  body  to  the  variations 
of  temperature  it  encounters  even  in 
one  hour. 

Then  we  are  off,  honking  our  way 
through  the  leisurely  Sunday  traffic, 
pausing  every  now  and  then  to  let  on 
some  passengers  and  watching  with 
interest  and  some  amusement  their  re- 
action to  the  unlooked  for  rise  in 
temperature.  But  that  is  not  our  par- 
ticular concern.  Only  one  thing  is  at 
the  moment,  the  stop  for  the  two 
Sodalists  who  assist  every  Sunday  with 
the  religion  classes. 

Soon,  we  see  them,  standing  by  the 
curb,  bright-eyed,  rosy-cheeked,  charm- 
ing exponents  of  the  charity  of  Christ. 
They  trip  in  gaily,  throwing  a  radiant 
smile  in  Sister's  direction,  as  they  make 
their  way  down  the  aisle  of  rather 
solemn  individuals. 

The  little  grey  church  called  after 
St.  Theresa  of  Lisieux  can  be  seen 
facing  a  highway  that  in  summer  teems 
with  cars  racing  one  another  to  the 
summer  resorts,  but  which  now  lies  re- 
laxed and  idle.  Not  so  the  church! 
Originally  it  was  the  one-roomed 
village  school  but  reached  its  present 
site  and  high  destiny  when  it  was  re- 
placed by  a  modern  educational  struc- 
ture. Then  it  was  that  the  prudent 
missionary  priest,  who  visited  the  few 
scattered  CathoHcs  in  the  district,  saw 
the  possibiUties  of  their  area  for  future 
settlement  and  purchased  the  out- 
moded school. 

His  foresight  was  rewarded,  for  al- 
most immediately  Catholics  began  to 
settle  on  the  surrounding  farmlands  and 
now  the  congregation  stretches  out  for 
miles  on  every  side,  so  much  so,  that 
the  little  building  is  already  spatially 
inadequate.  There  is  as  yet  no  resident 
pastor  but  the  young  priest  who  mini- 


Father's  Sunday  School  taxi 

sters  to  the  flock  gives  devoted  service. 
We  can  see  him  now  waiting  at  the 
steps  with  a  carload  of  youngsters  who 
depend  upon  him  for  transportation 
every  Sunday. 

In  no  time  at  all  we  are  all  inside 
the  little  building,  kneeling  together  be- 
fore the  Lord  in  the  tabernacle  and 
trusting  that  little  St.  Theresa  is  join- 
ing her  prayers  to  ours  so  that  on  the 
day  of  final  reckoning  not  one  of  this 
little  flock  will  be  lost. 

We  marvel  at  the  fortitude  of  the 
three  catechists  as  they  carry  on  for  an 
hour  and  a  half,  blithely  ignoring  the 
fact  that  according  to  the  best  teacher's 
manuals  the  place  is  too  small,  the  age 
and  grade  level  too  wide,  the  seats  un- 
comfortable and  the  teaching  aids 
scarce.  It  must  be  that  their  apostolic 
zeal  laughs  at  obstacles,  or  what  is 
more  probable,  (and  profitable!)  makes 
use  of  them  to  obtain  God's  grace  to 
render  their  teaching  effective.  And 
effective  it  is;  for  the  children  are  at- 
tending regularly  and  willingly — that 
is,  willingly  up  to  a  point.  The  point  is 
reached  when  the  clock  says:  "Now's 
the  time  to  leave  if  you  want  to  be 

(Continued  on  page  25) 


TRY  ON  SHOES  WHEN  HE  HAS  HOLES  IN  HIS  SOCKS. 
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Billy 
the 
Deer 


Sister  Renaud  with  Billy 


Once  upon  a  time  in  Camp  Morton, 
on  the  shores  of  Lake  Winnipeg,  there 
lived  three  deer.  Now  they  were  not 
just  ordinary  deer,  but  might,  perhaps, 
be  described  as  hierarchical  deer,  hav- 
ing belonged  to  the  late  Archbishop 
Sinnott  of  Winnipeg.  As  befitted  mem- 
bers of  a  hierarchical  demesne,  they 
had  been  duly  named  Bill,  Jill  and 
Doll.  Doll  had  been  so  completely  un- 
mindful of  the  family  honour,  mind 
you,  as  to  place  a  big,  black  blot  on  the 
family  escutcheon  by  partaking,  (let  us 
whisper  it)  not  wisely  but  too  well  of 
an  overdose  of  raw  potato  peelings.  We 
will  skip  any  further  mention  of  Doll. 

Came  the  day  when  Bill  and  Jill 
were  deemed  old  enough  to  enter  the 
great,  wide  world  of  forest  and  stream 
where  they  could  play  among  the  sun- 
beams and  slumber  to  the  lullaby  of 


the  breeze.  Off  they  scampered  to  join 
their  kith  and  kin.  Jill,  fickle  creature, 
was  never  heard  of  more.  The  pre- 
sumption is  that  she  quickly  met  with 
some  young  buck  who  swept  her  off 
her  feet,  as  young  bucks  do.  Bill,  more 
loyal,  more  grateful  than  his  sister,  re- 
turned occasionally  to  visit  his  friends. 
That  these  visits  occurred  when  rations 
were  somewhat  short  in  the  woods  is 
quite  beside  the  point.  But,  one  sad 
Saturday  Billy  bounded  over  the  fence, 
only  to  be  shot.  Shot — with  a  genuine, 
guaranteed  Brownie  Hawk-Eye  cam- 
era. Poor  Bill,  he  never  recovered  from 
the  shock  of  the  Sisters'  perfidy,  nor 
did  he  ever  return.  All  of  which  only 
proves  that  journeying  through  life  we 
sometimes  meet  "The  smiler  with  the 
knife  under  the  cloak." 


ANGER  IMPROVES  NOTHING  BUT  THE  ARCH  IN  A  CAT'S  BACK. 
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OUR  STIJDEXTS 


In  September  1956  nine  Sisters  of  Service  enrolled  as  full-time  students 
in  various  schools  and  universities  across  Canada.  So  broad  a  training  pro- 
gramme entails  the  sacrifice  of  personnel  on  many,  already  understaffed, 
missions.  The  sacrifice  is  cheerfully,  gladly  made,  conscious  as  we  are  of 
our  Holy  Father's  expressed  wishes:  "Whether  it  be  in  the  field  of  education,  of 
pedagogy,  the  care  of  the  sick,  artistic  activities  or  any  others,  the  sister  should 
enjoy  the  conviction  that  the  superior  is  making  available  a  formation  which 
puts  her  on  a  plane  of  equality  with  her  colleagues  in  the  world." 

In  the  following  Picture  Story  we  introduce  you  to  our  students,  their 
schools  and  their  studies.  In  non-sectarian  institutions,  whether  engaged  as 
students  or  teachers,  the  Sisters  of  Service  do  not  wear  cross  or  cap,  thus 
forestalling  objections  to  a  strictly  religious  habit. 


.  .  .  A  Picture  Story 
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Sister  Mary  Jackson,  Dartmouth,  N.S,, 
starts  a  day  in  her  general  arts  course 
at  St.  Francis  Xavier,  Antigonish. 


A  second  year  Arts  student  at  St. 
Michael's  College,  Toronto,  Sister  Mar- 
garet Mary  Denis,  Detroit,  Michigan, 
browses  in  the  library  at  Carr  Hall. 


In  Saskatoon,  Sister  Rita  Deighan, 
Summerside,  P.E.I.,  finishes  a  carbon 
dioxide  experiment  in  the  laboratory 
of  Teachers' ^College. 


Time  out  is  enjoyed  by  Sister  Mary 
Haider  of  Cherhill,  Alberta.  Sister  is 
completing  her  High  School  course  at 
Camp  Morton,  Man. 


I 


Sisters  Agnes  Sheehan,  Saskatoon, 
Sask.,  and  Patricia  Burke,  St.  John's 
Nfld.  are  students  at  the  Maritime 
School  of  Social  Work  in  Halifax. 


Above,  the  student  social  workers 
start  off  on  field-work.  At  right  they 
look    up    references    in    the  school 


III 


lib 


rary. 


In  Edmonton,  Sisters  Mary  Phillips, 
Toronto  and  Frances  Coffey,  Toron- 
to are  students  at  the  Faculty  of 
Education,  University  of  Alberta. 

1 

■ 

Above  Sister  Phillips  at  work  in  the 
Arithmetic  Lob.  At  the  right.  Sister 
Coffey  trips  the  light  fantastic  in  Phys- 
ical Education  class. 

Am. 

Out  on  the  prairie  at  Sinnett,  Sask. 
Sister  Jacqueline  Saucier,  Sarnia, 
Ont.  takes  time  out  from  her  high 
school  studies  to  go  for  the  mail. 

Through  Him,  with  Him  and  in  Him, 
the  Sister  student  learns 


.  .  .  Consider  not  from  whom  you  hear  anything,  but  impress  upon  your 
mind  everything  good  that  is  said.  Make  an  effort  to  thoroughly  understand 
whatever  you  read  and  hear.  In  all  doubt  seek  to  penetrate  to  the  truth.  Try 
always  to  store  away  as  much  as  possible  in  the  chambers  of  your  mind.  What 
is  too  far  above  strive  not  after  for  the  present.  If  so  be  you  follow  these 
directions  you  will  produce  useful  flowers  and  fruits  in  the  vineyard  of  the 
Lord  of  hosts,  as  long  as  you  live. 


St.  Thomas  Aquinas 


Dear  Sister  Editor: 

Thank  you  very  much  for  your 
pressing  invitation  to  contribute  an 
article  to  The  Field  at  Home.  I  would 
love  to  send  a  few  lines  which  would 
be  interesting  and  inspirational  to  all, 
but,  I  am  sorry,  I  am  not  an  author. 
Its  not  lack  of  inspiration  either,  the 
country  is  full  of  it.  It's  wonderful! 
Anyone  who  has  been  to  this  little 
town  nestled  nine  hundred  feet  below 
the  rest  of  the  countryside  knows  its 
wonder  and  its  beauty.  So  do  all  who 
have  read  The  Field  at  Home  since 
this  fair  mission  budded  forth.  The 
theme  of  our  literary  offerings  has 
always  been,  first  and  foremost,  the 
beauty  and  peace  of  Peace  River.  It 
can't  be  otherwise.  Just  to  sit  in  our 
chapel  and  to  see  the  blue-green  waters 
of  the  Peace  flowing  happily  along, 
almost  under  the  window,  the  green 
hills  rising  in  the  background  with  an 
overall  topping  of  blue  sky  makes  one 
conscious  of  one's  inability  to  express 
in  words  what  nature  portrays  so  ef- 
fortlessly. This  is  the  setting  for  our 
morning  meditations.  And  here  I  must 
deplore  the  fact  that  too  often  those 
beautiful  early  morning  meditations 
have  been  marred  by  lingering  looks  at 
the  comings  and  goings  of  yellow,  red 
or  green  airplanes,  also  just  under  our 
window.  Next  Spring,  I  suppose,  the 
distractions  will  be  from  salmon  pink, 
orchid  or  chartreuse  aircraft.  In  Win- 
ter, the  Peace  is  a  northern  highway 


on  which  cars,  trucks  and  pedestrians 
make  use  of  the  effect  of  forty  below 
zero  weather  to  shorten  their  route 
from  West  Peace  to  the  main  part  of 
town. 

But  your  magazine  has  no  space  for 
yearly  descriptions  of  the  scenic  beauty 
in  the  land  of  Twelve  Foot  Davis.  I 
made  his  acquaintance,  by  the  way,  the 
second  day  after  my  arrival  here.  It 
was  Sunday  and  our  good  Pastor  offer- 
ed to  drive  us  up  to  meet  him.  As  we 
made  the  nine  hundred  foot  climb  I 
shook  hands  with  everything  from  a 
many-legged  polar  bear  to  the  Giant 
of  Jack  in  the  Beanstalk  fame  (in  my 
imagination).  It  was  quite  a  let-down 
when  we  stopped  beside  a  fenced-in 
cairn  .  .  .  which  proves  he  didn't  come 
from  Texas  anyway!  Twelve  Foot 
Davis  was  a  philosopher  from  the  New 
England  States,  so  the  plaque  states, 
who  made  a  fortune  in  this  country  and 
gave  it  to  all  and  sundry,  whose  cabin 
door  was  always  open  to  wayfarers  and 
whose  only  request  was  a  twelve-foot 
plot  for  burial  in  Peace  River. 

We  are  all  well  here,  thank  you,  that 
is  if  our  lack  of  cooperation  has  not 
robbed  you  of  interest.  Things  go  on 
as  ever.  The  other  day  I  was  using  a 
block  of  wood  and  a  five  pound  pail 
of  syrup  as  temporary  ballast  to  flatten 
out  a  piece  of  linoleum  on  the  top  step 
of  the  stairs.  And  don't  ask,  why  the 
syrup.  I  needed  something  and  it  was 
serving  the  purpose  until  Sister  de^ 


From  the  Land  of 

Twelve- Foot  Davis 

HE  WHO  LAUGHS,  LASTS. 
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cided  to  come  downstairs.  She  cleared 
the  obstacles  herself,  but  the  coat  she 
was  carrying  caught  the  syrup  can  and 
started  it  hopping  and  skipping  down. 
At  one  point  in  its  journey,  far  from 
the  bottom,  the  lid  and  the  pail  parted 
company,  the  lid  remained  glued  to 
the  spot  and  the  pail  proceeded  on  its 
sweet  way  to  the  very  last  step.  Maybe 
molasses  is  slow  in  January,  but  not 
B.C.  syrup!  You  should  have  seen 
three  S.O.S.  in  action  with  basins,  rub- 
ber scrapers,  hot  water,  cold  water  .  .  . 

We  didn't  tell  you  about  the  morning 
following  our  return  from  Rycroft  after 


Christmas,  did  we?  We'll  say  nothing 
about  the  train  ride  except  that  a 
number  of  jet  planes  made  a  flight 
around  the  world  recently  in  less  time 
than  it  took  us  to  cover  those  ninety 
miles.  One  of  our  priests  was  away  so 
we  were  to  go  to  the  church  for  Mass. 
We  were  making  our  morning  medita- 
tion before  the  Blessed  Sacrament — 
the  altar  so  beautiful  all  in  white,  the 
Crib  in  the  corner  with  the  Holy  Fam- 
ily looking  so  happy  despite  their 
makeshift  dwelling,  the  beauty  of  the 

(Continued  on  page  31) 


Grave  of  Twelve  Foot  Davis 


Courtesy  C.N.R. 


Life  is  the  greatest  gift  of  God  to  man.  Yet,  life  is,  perhaps, 
that  which  man  wastes  most.  What  we  are  to  do  with  life  is  our 
most  serious  problem.  Youth  reaches  out  for  life;  its  plenitude 
seems  so  far  away.  What  dreams  of  the  future!  Old  age  looks 
back  on  life — and  what  regrets! 

If  we  have  nothing  to  do  with  life,  let  us  not  forget  that  life 
will  have  something  to  do  with  us.  A  wasted  life  leaves  man  amid 
accumulated  ruins  and  deep  sorrows. 

The  burning  concern  of  every  soul  should  be  to  give  to  life 
its  fullness.  No  vocation  fulfills  this  purpose  better  than  that  of 
the  missionary  life.  Dedicated  to  God,  to  the  Church,  to  the 
salvation  of  souls,  this  life  is  a  really  "full  life".  It  is  freighted 
with  the  highest  interests — the  interests  of  eternity. 

How  many  young  women  are  wondering  what  they  can  do 
with  their  life.  They  find  life,  as  we  know  it  today,  shallow  and 
empty.  To  them  we  would  say:  "Go  ye  also  into  the  Home  Mission 
Field.  There  you  will  find  life  at  its  best." 


G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R.  in  "A  Call  to  Service" 


Only  one  youth,  but  life  was  still  God-given! 
Only  one  youth,  but  life  sped  on  to  heaven! 

Susan  L.  Emory 
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T.V.  comes 
to  C.I. 

Sister  Anna  Coughlin 


Waiting  for  T.V. 


Since  our  last  news  letter,  many 
interesting  things  have  happened  on 
Christian  Island,  but  perhaps  the  most 
exciting  was  the  installation  of  a  T.V. 
set  in  our  classroom. 

It  all  dates  back  to  an  ad  Sister 
Phillips  saw  in  the  Canadian  Trades 
Alphabet  magazine.  "Win  a  Free  T.V. 
for  Your  School"  was  the  caption  that 
caught  Sister's  eye,  and  when  she  dis- 
covered that  the  contest  was  to  close 
on  the  19th.  of  March,  the  feast  of  St. 
Joseph,  she  knew  the  T.V.  would  be 
ours.  Others  were  not  quite  so  con- 
fident when  they  learned  that  the  price 
we  had  to  pay  for  our  free  T.V.  was 
500,000  25c  cash  register  receipts, 
equivalent  to  $125,000  worth  of  pur- 
chases in  any  Dominion  Store;  how- 
ever, Sister  undertook  to  win  the  T.V. 
or  die  in  the  attempt. 

Appeals  were  sent  to  all  those  who 
we  thought  might  be  interested  in 
helping  our  Indians.  The  response  was 
most  generous,  but  still  the  500,000 
seemed  miles  and  miles  away.  A  mons- 
ter Leap  Year  Jamboree  was  planned 
for  February  29th,  the  admission  being 
$5.00  worth  of  coupons  and  $1.00 
worth  to  enter  the  many  different  con- 
tests which  were  extremely  popular. 
Receipts  came  in  by  the  hundreds  but 
— the  total  remained  a  drop  in  the 
bucket.  Even  the  aid  of  St.  Patrick  was 
solicited  when  all  the  Irish  took  part 
in  a,  seventeenth  of  March  concert. 
Here  again  the  price  of  a  seat  depended 
on  a  Dominion  Store  purchase.  The 
children  did  their  utmost  by  pestering 
everyone  on  the  island  for  cash  register 
receipts  and  by  coaxing  their  parents 
to  beg  them  from  residents  of  Pene- 
tanguishene  and  neighbouring  towns 
on  the  mainland.  St.  Joseph's  day  ar- 
rived and  with  it,  thousands  of  cou- 


A  FLATTERER  WILL  SAY  THINGS  TO  YOUR  FACE 
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pons,  but,  alas,  we  had  not  yet  reached 
the  half-way  mark.  The  vision  of  a 
T.V.  in  our  classroom  began  to  fade 
as  we  packed  the  precious  little  papers 
into  cartons  to  await  the  outcome  of 
the  contest. 

The  month  of  March  was  not  over 
when  we  received  word  that  the  Dom- 
inion Stores  would  stand  by  their  offer 
indefinitely,  but,  by  this  time,  interest 
had  waned  and  nothing  could  be  done 
to  rouse  it.  Then,  the  miracle  happen- 
ed. Somebody,  bearing  the  name  of 
Joseph,  wrote  to  us  wondering  if  by 
any  chance  we  could  use  a  television 
in  our  school.  Could  we  use  it!  Well, 
of  course  we  could.  And  when  did  it 
come?  On  the  very  day  we  made  our 
pilgrimage  to  the  Canadian  Martyr's 
Shrine  at  Midland  where  good  St. 
Joseph  looked  down  from  above  the 
main  altar  on  fifty-six  little  Indians 
praying  for  a  T.V. 


Sunday  Afternoon  in  Winnipeg 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

home  to  watch  "Lassie"  on  TV". 

We  have  now  reached  that  point  in 
the  day's  occupation!  The  books  are 
closed,  the  circulating  library  of  relig- 
ion comics  distributed,  the  final  prayer 
said,  and  then  the  church  is  cleared 
as  quickly  as  if  it  were  on  fire. 

One  section  of  the  student  body  is 
tearing  up  the  road  to  catch  the  bus 
that  runs  on  the  hour  every  hour,  an- 
other group  climbs  over  the  fence  to  a 
short  cut  and  the  original  car  load  is 
already  settled  in  place  impatiently 
waiting  for  Father  and  the  catechists. 

We  climb  in,  a  bit  weary,  and  rather 
too  heartily  say:  "Good  bye,  dear"  as 
each  child  disembarks  on  the  side  road 


Praying  for  T.V. 


that  leads  to  home.  All  juvenile  pas- 
sengers out,  we  discuss  the  day's  work 
until  the  city  is  reached.  A  stop  to  let 
our  faithful  Sodalists  out  with  our 
thanks  ringing  in  their  ears,  and  then 
across  the  city  to  62  Hargrave  Street, 
just  as  day  is  done. 

We  sigh  in  contentment.  "What  a 
large  day!  What  a  glorious  day!"  And 
of  course,  "What  a  memorable  day!" 
or  I  should  not  have  written  about  it. 

Sister  Alice  Walsh 


WHICH  HE  WOULDN'T  DARE  TELL  ANYONE  ELSE. 
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and 


how  it  affects 
my  life  .  .  . 


Sister  Rosemarie  Hudon 


Sister  Hudon  directs  traffic  Sister  Coffey  inspects  rubbers 
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Mud,  mud,  and  still  more  mud!  The 
mud  1  mean  is  Manning  mud.  It  is 
spring  in  the  Battle  River  country  and 
this  slimy,  sloshy  ooze  is  the  key-note 
of  life  in  the  daytime  and  the  subject 
of  aching  dreams  at  night. 

You  don't  know  what  I  mean?  Let 
me  tell  you.  The  first  warm  winds  of 
spring  touch  the  crispy,  hard-packed 
snow,  overflowing  ravines  and  ditches, 
flooding  streets  and  country  roads,  and 
turning  all  the  earth  into  famous  Wes- 
tern GUMBO.  When  I  think  of  Gum- 
bo, I  think  of  cement,  and  the  night- 
mare starts  all  over  again!  Gumbo  is 
a  brown  mire  that  adheres  with  grim 
tenacity  to  everything  it  touches:  Its 
advent  affects  everyone  and  every- 
thing. The  usual  seven-minute  walk  to 
school  becomes  a  painful  struggle  of 
at  least  a  half  an  hour.  Low  rubbers 
are  useless;  they  are  dragged  from  your 
feet  before  you  take  five  steps.  Let  your 
shoe  get  caught  in  it  just  once,  and  it 
will  be  so  caked  with  unremovable  mud 
that  you  cannot  possibly  put  the  rub- 
ber back  on.  When  finally  you  trudge 
up  to  the  school  door,  you  must  still 
spend  precious  minutes  scraping  off 
the  excess. 

The  first  teacher  to  arrive  takes  up 
her  position  at  the  door  and  begins 
this  sing-song-story,  repeated  about  75 
times  a  minute:  "Take  off  your  rub- 
bers". Occasionally,  this  theme  is  in- 
terspersed with  "Take  off  your  rubbers, 
Edwin",  or  "Emma,  please".  By  noon, 
the  Httle  entrance  hall  is  inch-deep  in 
mud,  so  that  the  chant  changes  to 
"Take  off  your  rubbers  at  the  top  of 
the  stairs",  or  "Take  off  your  rubbers 
at  the  foot  of  the  stairs",  depending  on 
the  grade  of  the  entrant. 

Everywhere  you  look — floor,  furni- 
ture, clothes,  even  books  —  you  see 


mud,  mud,  mud!  Where  does  it  come 
from  if  rubbers  are  not  worn  in?  Well, 
they  must  be  carried  in,  and  when  the 
mud  dries,  it  soon  drops  off  in  chunks. 

Many  of  the  children  are  running 
around  in  stocking  feet.  This  may 
sound  queer  in  the  effete  East,  but  we 
rarely  hear  complaints  about  it.  If  the 
odd  rebel  dares  raise  his  voice  in  pro- 
test, he  is  quickly  squelched,  most  like- 
ly by  one  of  his  own  family  with  "He's 
not  allowed  to  wear  his  boots  in  the 
house  at  home.  Sister". 

Another  way  spring  affects  school  is 
the  abrupt  falling  off  in  attendance. 
The  school  buses  get  bogged  down  in 
the  mud,  and  have  to  be  pulled  out  by 
tractors  or  cats.  Since  the  nearest  of 
these  mechanical  monsters  may  be 
some  distance  from  the  scene  of  the 
mishap,  it  is  not  surprising  that  the 
buses  arrive  anytime  between  9  a.m. 
and  noon.  Some  do  not  arrive  at  all, 
others  with  routes  up  to  25  miles  long, 
do  not  even  deign  to  start  out!  As  two 
or  three  teachers  drive  buses  regularly, 
it  adds  greatly  to  the  general  confusion 
of  the  school  when,  on  certain  spring 
mornings,  these  drivers  turn  up  an 
hour  and  a  half  late. 

If  the  mud  situation  were  a  bit  better, 
it  would  probably  affect  everyone's  tem- 
per adversely;  as  it  is,  it  is  bad  enough 
to  be  laughable.  It  certainly  has  no 
untoward  effect  on  the  children.  They 
come  to  class,  tardy,  muddy,  but  beam- 
ing and  say,  "Sister,  we  got  stuck  four 
times  on  the  North  Star  road,  and  had 
to  be  pulled  out  by  four  different  cats", 
with  the  same  zest  as  they  might  say 
"We  had  four  ice-cream  cones  at  the 
picnic".  If  the  little  ones  can  take  it 
with  such  glee,  surely  the  adults  can 
take  it  philosophically.  Such  things  are 
to  be  expected  "down"  North. 
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From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D. 


Eager  Beavers 

Would  you  kindly  send  me  about  4 
lessons  next  time  as  I  want  to  answer  my 
lessons  before  I  have  time.  As  later  on  I 
cannot  answer  no  more  as  I'll  be  busy. 

Olga 

I  have  a  sister  and  a  brother  who  are 
reaching  the  age  which  I  think  is  about  time 
they  started  the  lessons.  My  sister's  name  is 
Donna,  age  8,  Grade  2,  birthday  July  8. 
My  brother's  name  is  Lawrence,  age  10, 
Grade  4,  birthday  January  22.  So,  if  you 
will  please  start  sending  them  lessons  I 
would  be  thankful  as  I  would  like  to  keep  it 
rolling  in  our  family.  Thanks  a  lot  and  may 
God  bless  you. 

Janette 

I  am  writing  to  ask  if  I  could  right  the 
examination  of  Religious  Correspondence 
I  am  14  years  of  age  in  Grade  6.  Could  I 
please  get  them  perty  soon. 

Rose 

Excuses 

I  am  truly  sorry  that  I  am  late  in  answer- 
ing the  lessons.  I  had  no  time  as  I  had 
work  and  wanted  to  play.  I  am  sorry. 
Goodbye. 

Elaine 


I  am  sorry  that  I  have  not  sent  you  our 
lessons  sooner  because  I  lost  them  during 
the  Xmas  rush.  But  I  have  searched  until 
I  found  them.  I  was  sure  glad  because  I 
was  scared  I  couldn't  find  them  and  I  would 
have  to  ask  you  for  a-nother  set  of  lessons. 
I  also  want  to  thank  the  Archbishop  of 
Regina  for  the  lovely  letter  he  sent  us. 
Thank  all  of  the  sisters  for  the  pictures, 
letters,  and  everything  else. 

I^dene 

We  are  all  wishing  you  a  happy  Spring. 
We  may  at  times  be  late  with  our  lessons 
because  of  bad  roads  but  not  for  long. 
We'll  try  not  to  take  long.  We  all  love 
taking  the  lessons  so  may  God  bless  you. 
With  love. 

Angeline,  Delia  and  Gerald 

P.S.  Here's  a  quarter  to  help  you  along 
with  the  stamps  to  put  on  for  our  returning 
lessons. 

I  finally  got  around  to  doing  my  lessons. 
I  will  try  to  do  them  more  faithfully  from 
here  on  in.  I  don't  send  my  lessons  with 
James  and  Eileen  as  I  now  live  in  D.  where 
I  stay  with  my  grandfather.  Joan  and  Ver- 
onica stay  with  me  and  we  lighthousekeep. 
Its  quite  an  experience!  I'm  taking  my 
Grade  X  and  will  soon  be  starting  exams. 
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I  pray  to  God  I  make  the  best  of  them  as 
He  usually  helps  me.  May  God  pity  us 
and  keep  another  war  away.  I  know  our 
prayers  will  help.     Your  pupil, 

Marjorie 

Grateful  pupils 

Thank  you  for  the  lovely  calendar,  it  is 
beautiful.  Since  we  could  not  sell  any 
tickets  for  your  raffle  and  Mom  feels  that 
we  must  do  what  we  can  to  pay  for  your 
aid  as  you  need  to  eat  too,  we  are  sending 
a  $2.00  money  order  to  you.  It  is  very  little 
for  all  the  work  you  have  done,  checking 
papers  etc.  and  all  that  these  lessons  have 
done  for  us,  but  it  is  something  anyway. 

I  have  enjoyed  the  lessons  very  much 
and  I  have  learned  a  very  lot. 

Philip 

I  would  like  to  finish  the  "Queen  of  the 
Prairies"  series.  Upon  completion  I  believe 
I  will  discontinue  the  lessons  by  mail  as 
I'm  joining  a  religious  discussion  group  at 
St.  Thomas  More  College  here.  I  enjoyed 
the  lessons  very  much  and  I  feel  that  I 
learned  a  good  deal  from  them.  You  are 
to  be  heartily  congratulated  on  the  work 
you  are  doing.  Very  sincerely  yours, 

Annie 

Thank  you  for  your  kind  wishes  to  me 
and  my  new  husband.  After  receiving  the 
Sacrament  of  Matrimony  we  moved  here. 


We  are  living  with  the  j  oiliest  and  most 
understanding  parents  (my  husband's).  I've 
found  that  I've  learned  a  lot  in  my  past 
lessons  but  have  a  lot  more  to  learn  yet. 
So  my  Slovak  husband  and  I  agreed  that 
I  would  take  the  course  and  he  would  also 
learn  from  it.  Thank  you  for  everything. 

Your  pupil 

Thank  you  so  much  for  that  big  card  or 
certificate  you  send  me.  I  am  very  pleased 
with  my  marks.  I  keep  all  my  lessons  that 
I  have  done  in  a  speacial  Breefcase  so  they 
will  not  get  dirty  or  mussed  up.  Your  friend 
and  student. 

Arietta 

I'm  glad  to  learn  that  I'm  coming  to  the 
end  of  my  course  and  I  want  to  thank  you 
for  everything.  Sometimes  I  know  I  didn't 
answer  the  lessons  the  proper  way,  in  fact 
its  only  lately  that  I  started  answering  them 
without  entirely  looking  back  to  the  lessons 
for  help.  Therefore,  I  feel  that  I  do  not 
deserve  the  certificates  you've  been  sending 
me.  But  just  the  same  I  feel  I've  learned  a 
lot  through  the  lessons  which  I  wouldn't 
have  known  if  I  hadn't  taken  them.  En- 
closed you'll  find  $5.00  in  cash  which  I'm 
sending  to  you  as  a  donation  to  help  you  in 
the  splendid  work  you're  doing.  Once  again 
I  want  to  thank  you  for  all  the  trouble  and 
time  as  I  know  I've  taken  enough  of  your 
time.         Your  student, 

Rose 


God  is  love,  and  so  that  we  may  have  some  idea  of  this  love,  He  gives  a 
share  of  it  to  mothers.  The  heart  of  a  mother  with  her  unwearying  tenderness, 
the  constancy  of  her  solicitude,  the  inexhaustible  delicacy  of  her  affection  is  a 
truly  divine  creation,  although  God  has  placed  in  her  only  a  spark  of  His  love 
for  us.  Yet,  however  imperfectly  a  mother's  heart  reflects  the  divine  love  towards 
us,  God  gives  us  our  mothers  to  take  His  place  in  some  manner  with  us.  He 
places  them  at  our  side  from  our  cradles,  to  guide  us,  to  guard  us,  especially 
in  our^ earliest  years  when  we  have  so  much  need  of  tenderness. 

Dom  Marmion 
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Margaret  Ann 

I  want  to  be  a  sister  to  serve  God.  I  want  to  be  a  sister  to  teach  little  children 
Catechism.  I  want  to  teach  school  or  any  other  thing  a  sister  may  do.  I  would 
meet  many  priests  and  other  sisters  too.  Even  though  you  get  only  one  dress, 
you  get  greater  graces  by  far.  I  hope  to  visit  God  some  day  and  a  sister  is  sure 
to  go  because  they  make  many  sacrifices  every  single  day.  You  have  to  go  to 
College  but  do  not  have  to  live  in  a  city.  You  will  have  to  travel  lots  but  will 
enjoy  it  all  the  way.  You  say  some  prayers  when  you  get  up.  And  then  you  go 
to  church.  After  church  you  go  home  and  have  breakfast.  After  breakfast  you 
go  to  school  or  whatever  else  you  do.  At  noon  you  say  some  more  prayers  and 
then  go  back  to  school  or  whatever  else  you  do.  At  supper  time  you  say  some 
more  prayers.  You  also  have  certain  time'  for  recreation. 

Margaret  Ann  Martineau  | 

I 

Editor's  note:  Margaret  Ann  is  a  ten-year  old  Grade  V  pupil  of  Sister  Mac-  \ 
Lellan's  in  Peace  River,  Alberta. 

QUITE  OFTEN  WHEN  A  MAN  THINKS  HIS  MIND  IS  GETTING 


PAGE  THIRTY 


\ 


APRIL  1957 

if 


Land  of  Twelve  Foot  Davis 

(Continued  from  page  20) 

Christmas  Liturgy  still  so  vividly  with 
us,  all  directing  our  thoughts  to  God — 
when  a  definite  and  deafening  discord 
broke  in  upon  our  reflections.  Each 
looked  at  the  other  in  silent  consterna- 
tion and,  like  frightened  rabbits  darted 
towards  the  basement.  It  was  the  fur- 
nace. We  shut  off  the  offending  stoker 
motor  and  the  quiet  that  followed  was 
almost  as  awesome  as  had  been  the 
noise.  We  don't  know  what  happened, 
it  has  since  been  fixed,  but  I'm  sure 
several  things  sHpped  their  moorings. 
Back  we  tripped  to  the  chapel.  It  was 
good  to  be  home  and  best  of  all  to  be 
still  alive!  It  was  easy  to  pray. 

Ringgg!  Just  at  the  beginning  of  the 
fifth  peal  I  had  the  receiver.  I've  done 
my  best  but  I  can't  make  that  telephone 
from  second  floor  in  less  than  four 
rings,  that  is  without  using  the  bannis- 
ter for  rapid  transit.  It  was  a  priest 
returning  to  his  mission  by  plane  who 
would  like  to  say  Mass.  "Of  course. 
Father,  I'll  unlock  the  door,  so  just 
walk  in  and  we'll  be  ready."  All  hands 
came  to  the  sacristan's  rescue.  This  was 
another  unexpected  interruption  but 
preparing  the  altar  for  Mass  can  itself 
be  a  prayer.  It  is  impossible  to  set  up 
for  Mass  without  remembering  that 
soon  Our  Lord  Himself  will  replace  the 
little  wafer  on  the  paten  and  our 
thoughts,  our  actions,  all  we  are  will 
mingle  with  the  wine  in  the  chalice  to 
become  one  with  our  Creator  and  Re- 
deemer. It  was  a  little  difficult  to  keep 
one's  mind  on  prayer  when  one's  eyes 
were  on  the  other  sisters'  toes — we 
have  a  miniature  sacristy  small  for  even 
one  sister. 

Following  Mass  there  was  a  hurried 
descent  to  the  kitchen.  Thanks  to  our 


good  friends  here  our  frigidaire  was 
still  wearing  its  Christmas  bulge  so  it 
was  a  simple  task  to  prepare  a  hasty 
breakfast.  Sister  followed  quickly,  pass- 
ed by  with  a  whispered  "exciting  morn- 
ing eh?"  and  went  to  give  a  helping 
hand  in  the  dining  room.  The  impulse 
to  add  to  the  excitement  overcame  me 
and  I  put  a  little  gun  that  was  in  the 
cupboard  in  my  pocket.  This  particular 
brand  of  firearm  came  to  our  house 
during  the  Christmas  festivities.  Instead 
of  bullets,  it  shoots  an  arrow  that  has 
a  suction  cup  on  one  end  of  it.  Sister 
appeared  in  the  doorway  again  and  I 
aimed  it  at  her.  No  past  experience 
could  possibly  justify  the  squeals  that 
followed.  "Don't  shoot!  Don't  shoot! 
I'll  yell!"  I  didn't  shoot.  Indeed,  I 
dropped  the  gun  fast,  else  our  flying 
Padre  would  have  flown  breakfastless 
and  away  ahead  of  schedule.  And  that 
reminds  me,  I  haven't  seen  that  gun 
since.  I  just  wonder  ...  No  one  would 
suspect  a  convent  of  such  an  admixture 
of  sublimity  and  shennanigans  would 
they? 

No,  sorry.  Sister,  mi  scusi,  this 
would  never  do  for  publication  either. 
We'll  write  piu  tardi,  molto  tardi.  Next 
time  we'll  be  ready,  just  call  on  us.  And 
if  you  call  in  person  don't  let  these 
words  by  a  Sister  coming  to  her  post 
after  a  sleepless  night  of  tossing  and 
being  tossed  in  a  too  warm  berth  dis- 
courage you.  "Now  I  know  why  sisters 
never  want  to  leave  the  North  country; 
they  dread  the  trip  to  Edmonton."  You 
could  always  be  "busted  in"  like  the 
little  lad  who  rode  the  bus  eighteen 
miles  to  school  and,  on  being  asked 
how  he  made  the  trip  each  day,  said 
with  a  smile,  "I  be  busted  in  Sister." 
Goodbye  now. 
From  All  at  Peace  River 
and  Sister  M.  Sullivan 


BROADER  ITS  ONLY  HIS  CONSCIENCE  STRETCHING. 


APRIL  1957 


PAGE  THIRTY-ONE 


Canada  Rediscovered 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

About  mid-summer  the  Sisters  and 
girls  made  a  pilgrimage  to  Martyr's 
Shrine  at  Midland.  For  one  who  had 
never  been  there  before  it  was  a 
memorable  experience.  We  were  privi- 
leged to  follow  the  same  route  as  was 
taken  by  St.  Jean  de  Brebeuf  and  St. 
Gabriel  Lalemant  as  they  laboured 
to  evangelize  the  Indians. 

I  had  heard  that  Autumn  in  Canada 
was  one  of  the  most  impressive  sea- 
sons, but  I  was  unprepared  for  the 
magnificence  of  the  Fall  colouring.  The 
maple  trees,  especially,  glow  as  though 
covered  in  balls  of  fire.  When  snow  and 
ice  take  a  firm  grip  in  Winter,  skating, 
dancing  and  concert-going  become  im- 
portant pastimes.  Time  is  also  given  to 
more  serious  pursuits.  In  the  house, 
a  study  group  is  making  a  detailed 
study  of  the  Mass  in  an  endeavour  to 
bring  a  truer  and  more  intelligent  ap- 
preciation to  it.  Their  aim  is  to  put 
into  practice  the  advice  of  St.  Pius  X 
to  "pray  the  Mass". 

Many  of  the  girls  are  hard  at  work 
making  children's  scrap  books,  which 
have  been  found  invaluable  by  the 
Sisters  of  Service  when  meeting  new 
arrivals  at  the  various  ports.  The  scrap 
books  keep  the  toddlers  entertained 
while  the  older  members  of  the  family 
are  making  the  necessary  arrangements 
with  Immigration  and  Customs  offic- 
ials. The  little  ones  treasure  the  books 
and  never  fail  to  recognise  a  picture  of 
the  Blessed  Mother. 

It  is  amazing  how  much  talent  comes 
to  the  fore  during  the  long  winter  days. 
Eileen,  one  of  our  girls  from  England, 
had  the  distinction  of  belonging  to  a 
choir  which  came  first  in  it's  group  at 
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the  recent  Kiwanis  Music  Festival.  The 
choir  hopes  to  appear  on  a  T.V.  pro- 
gramme soon.  Still  on  the  musical  side 
we  have  two  violinists  in  the  persons  of 
Mary  Barbara  and  Frances.  Emily,  our 
pianist,  often  accompanies  us  in  sing- 
songs. Art  is  taken  care  of  by  Jean,  our 
portrait  painter,  who  is,  I  am  afraid, 
overwhelmed  by  requests  from  those  of 
us  who  wish  to  be  immortalized  in  oils. 
Others  of  the  girls  are  taking  courses 
in  typing,  shorthand,  comptometer 
work,  ballroom  dancing  and  Gregorian 
Chant.  In  Toronto  there  are  many  op- 
portunities to  follow  courses  which  suit 
one's  own  particular  taste  and  ability. 

I  would  add  that  on  looking  back 
over  my  first  year  in  Canada,  I  find  it 
is  something  which  I  just  would  not 
have  missed.  I  have  grown  to  under- 
stand and  love  a  new  country  and  its 
people.  I  have  cherished  memories  of 
many  happy  days. 


THEY  HAD  COURAGE  ENOUGH. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto  5,  Ontario 

Please  enter  (or  renew)  the  following  subscription's)  for  the  "Field  at  Home." 

I  enclose  $   

Name    

Address   


Subscription  Rate  Name 
$1.00  a  year  Address 


A  miser  with  an  eager  face 

Sees  that  each  roseleaf  is  in  place. 

He  keeps  beneath  strong  bolts  and  bars 

The  piercing  beauty  of  the  stars. 

The  colours  of  the  dying  day 

He  hoards  as  treasure  —  well  He  may! 

And  saves  with  care  (lest  they  be  lost) 

The  dainty  diagrams  of  frost. 

He  counts  the  hairs  of  every  head, 

And  grieves  to  see  a  sparrow  dead. 

Among  the  yellow  primroses 

He  holds  His  summer  palaces. 

And  sets  the  grass  about  them  all 

To  guard  them  as  His  spearmen  small. 

He  fixes  on  each  wayside  stone 

A  mark  to  show  it  as  His  own 

And  knows  when  raindrops  fall  through 

Whether  each  single  one  be  there 

That,  gathered  into  ponds  and  brooks. 

They  may  become  His  picture  books 

To  show  in  every  spot  and  place 

The  living  glory  of  His  face. 


Theodore  Maynard 


IN 

FOODS 


I       THROUGH  THE  EDITOR'S  LENS 


In  March,  two  of  us  again  went  South  of  the  Border  to  the  Diocese  of 
Covington,  Kentucky,  whose  Bishop,  the  Most  Reverend  WilUam  T.  Mulloy, 
had  invited  us  to  revisit  the  CathoUc  schools.  This  time  we  returned  to  friends. 
There  were  none  of  the  little  butterflies  of  uncertainty  flitting  around  our 
interiors  as  we  prepared  for  the  trip.  It  was  pure  joy  to  meet  and  greet  old 
friends  among  the  clergy  and  the  religious  of  the  Diocese;  even  the  children 
remembered  us.  Said  one  third  grader  "Oh,  I  remember  you  from  first  grade," 
Once  again  we  lost  ourselves  in  admiration  of  the  tremendous  Vocation  Pro- 
gramme implemented  and  continued  by  Bishop  Mulloy.  Once  again  we  marveled 
at  the  Faith  of  the  American  Catholic  people  as  demonstrated  in  their  magni- 
ficent parochial  school  system,  once  again  we  noted  with  humble  admiration,  the 
self-sacrificing  devotion  of  the  priests  and  religious  to  the  cause  of  Catholic 
Education.  We  were  sorry  to  leave  Kentucky.  To  the  Most  Reverend  Bishop  for 
his  unfailing  kindness  and  generosity,  to  the  Priests  and  the  Sisters  for  their 
wonderful  hospitality  and  friendliness,  to  the  children  for  their  prayers,  we  offer 
our  sincere  and  truly  heartfelt  thanks. 


'Our  sojourn  in  Kentucky  gave  us  an  opportunity  to  make  a  short  but 
happily  satisfying  visit  to  the  Mother  House  of  the  Glenmary  Sisters  at  Spring- 
dale,  Ohio,  close  to  Cincinnati.  Like  the  Sisters  of  Service,  the  Glenmary  Sisters 
are  very  young  in  the  Church.  Also  they  were  founded  for  the  Home  Missions 
of  America.  Many  of  us  remember  when  their  Founder,  the  late  Very  Reverend 
Father  Howard  Bishop,  visited  us  here  at  the  Mother  House  where  he  had 
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At  the  Mother  House  of  the  Glenmary  Sisters.  Reverend 
Mother  Catherine,  Superior-General  is  to  the  left  of  Sister 
Sawchuk.  Her  assistant.  Sister  Rosemary  is  to  the  right. 


come  to  see  Father  Daly;  their  common  interest  in  and  devotion  to  the  Home 
Missions  formed  a  strong  bond  between  these  two  great  men.  Our  few  hours 
with  the  Sisters  were  happy;  we  saw  so  much  to  remind  us  of  home.  We  are 
two  young  Institutes  testifying  to  the  perennial  growth  and  vigour  of  the  Church. 
We  pray  that  with  God's  help,  both  Institutes  will  grow  into  sturdy  instruments 
for  the  greater  glory  of  God  and  the  salvation  of  souls  in  the  Fields  at  Home. 

Before  this  issue  is  off  the  press,  we  will  have  observed  the  first  anniversary 
of  the  death  of  our  beloved  Father  Daly.  At  such  a  time  it  is  almost  impossible 
to  say  anything  that  will  not  sound  trite,  because  we  do  miss  Father  greatly 
and  because  it  is  hard  to  believe  that  he  has  gone  from  us.  The  following  lines 
from  Longfellow  express  our  sentiments  beaytifully  and  succinctly: 

"Were  a  star  quenched  on  high, 

For  ages  would  its  light. 
Still  travelling  downward  from  the  sky, 

Shine  on  our  mortal  sight. 
So  when  a  great  man  dies. 

For  years  beyond  our  ken. 
The  light  he  leaves  behind  him  lies 

Upon  the  paths  of  men." 

WORK  IS  THE  EASIEST  WAY  MAN  HAS 


PAGE  TWO 


JULY  1957 


■  1 


.  .  .  And  here  We  should  hke  to  add  a  special  word  to  the  young  people 
who  are  so  frequently  tempted  to  abandon  the  countryside  by  a  deceptive  dream 
of  an  easier  life  in  the  cities. 

The  echoes,  dear  young  people,  that  come  to  you  from  the  large  cities,  by 
means  of  the  press,  the  radio,  the  television,  and  the  cinema,  have  a  tendency 
to  obscure  your  vision  of  reaUty.  Quite  different  is  the  life  described  in  the 
glow  of  diverting  artifice  from  the  actual  everyday  existence  in  the  city.  The 
law  of  compensation  holds  in  every  respect  when  you  compare  the  advantages  of 
urban  life  with  those  of  the  country.  The  high  wages  in  the  city  are  decimated 
by  the  easy  opportunities  of  spending;  the  spectacular  amusements  are  not 
worth  the  loss  of  serene  hours  spent  in  a  peaceful  family  circle;  nor  do 
abundant  conveniences  compensate  one  for  the  loss  of  independence,  of  health, 
of  security  for  the  future,  which  are  the  prerogatives  of  life  in  the  country.  The 
praise  which  has  always  and  everywhere  been  bestowed  upon  country  life  is 
not  without  foundation.  In  any  case,  it  will  depend  upon  your  own  wisdom  to 
make  the  right  choice;  but  if  you  feel  that  you  must  change  your  occupation, 
take  care  not  to  base  your  choice  on  glittering  and  empty  appearances. 

Pope  Pius  XII— April,  1956 
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Some  came  by  tractor 


The  Manitoba  Trail 


The  days  of  preparation  before  the 
take-off  for  Religious  Vacation  School 
were  happy  days  of  packing  books, 
charts  and  pictures;  days  of  pleasant 
anticipation  with  the  summer  program 
one  large  question  mark  in  our 
minds.  Finally,  we  were  on  our  way, 
by  train  to  Yorkton,  thence  by  bus  to 
Swan  River,  Manitoba.  At  Kamsack,  a 
charming  little  Indian  boy  approached 
us  saying  proudly,  in  English,  "Where 
you  from?  I  know.  You  from  school." 
From  Pelly  onwards  the  distant  out- 
line of  the  Porcupine  mountains  was 
always  before  us.  We  two  prairie- 
dwellers  hoped,  in  vain,  that  our  jour- 
ney would  take  us  over  the  mountains. 
We  soon  reached  Swan  River,  an  un- 
usually rustic  looking  town.  Bark  slabs 
covered  the  facades  of  stores  and  were 
wound  around  the  street  lamps.  These, 
we  learned  later,  had  been  put  up  as 
decorations  for  the  big  "town"  rodeo 
on  July  1st.  We  were  met  at  the  bus 
by  the  Pallotine  Fathers  for  whom  we 


were  to  teach.  These  priests,  recently 
from  Germany,  care  for  this  vast  mis- 
sion territory. 

Our  time  in  Swan  River  was  busy 
and  too  short  to  do  all  we  should  have 
liked  to  do  in  twelve  days.  Each  day 
began  with  a  Dialogue  Mass  at  nine, 
followed  by  classes  in  the  parish  hall. 
We  began  with  an  enrolment  in  the 
fifties.  By  the  second  week  it  had  in- 
creased to  ninety-five.  There  were 
prayers  to  say  and  to  learn,  lessons, 
singing  et  cetera  and  the  day  closed  at 
four  with  rosary  said  in  the  church. 
After  class  we  went  with  Father  Justen 
to  visit  families.  It  was  through  these 
visits  that  contacts  were  made  with 
children  who  had  not  been  enrolled 
in  the  class.  Later,  the  parents,  it  was 
hoped,  would  attend  Mass  with  their 
children. 

In  our  classes  we  had  a  number  of 
Indian  children  from  Barrows  Avenue, 
often  called  Indian  Village.  Father 
took  us  down  there  on  Saturday  after- 
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noon.  The  first  family  was  absent  ex- 
cept for  a  man  with  a  sore  hand.  He 
w'as  seated  at  a  table  out  of  doors. 
While  Father  spoke  to  him,  I  noted 
that  empty  drums  were  the  only  chairs 
and  the  tripod  over  a  smoking  fire  was 
the  only  cook  stove.  In  a  tent  behind 
us  was  a  cot  and  bundles  of  bedding  to 
serve  a  whole  family.  Father  assured 
us  that  in  winter  these  Indians  actually 
live  in  the  tent.  We  went  on  to  other 
homes,  some  were  worse,  some  better. 
One  Indian  named  August  had  been 
difficult  when  it  came  to  letting  his 
children  go  to  Catechism.  Father  warn- 
ed him  that  he'd  be  responsible  before 
God  when  he  died  if  he  neglected  to 
send  all  his  children.  Two  of  the  chil- 
dren did  come  to  make  their  First 
Communion  but  August  himself  was 
dead  within  three  weeks.  He  made  a 
fine  preparation  for  death,  regretting 
deeply  his  opposition  to  Father's  re- 
quests. These  Indian  people  have  a 
strong  Faith.  When  we  visited  them, 
they  eyed  our  crosses  and  asked,  "You 
Catholic?  You  got  Rosary?"  When  as- 
sured on  these  two  points  they  would 
open  up  and  after  a  while  would  say 
that  they  had  not  seen  sisters  in  dresses 
like  ours  before. 

The  happy  round  of  preparation  was 
climaxed  by  first  confessions  on  Satur- 
day morning.  Such  beaming  smiles 
when  the  ordeal  was  over.  During  din- 
ner the  telephone  rang  and  a  child's 
tearful  voice  told  Father  he  had  forgot- 
ten a  big  sin  in  confession.  Could  he 
tell  him  over  the  phone?  That  after- 
noon, rain  began  to  fall  in  torrents  and 
continued  all  night,  making  country 
roads  impassable.  Sunday  morning  it 
drizzled  but  stopped  in  time  for  the 
procession  to  the  church.  The  pro- 
cession was  led  by  Patty  and  Penny, 
five  year  old  twins  who  acted  as  angels. 


In  spite  of  the  rain  all  the  children 
were  present.  After  the  happy  celebra- 
tion the  First  Communion  class  of 
thirty-five  went  to  the  hall  where  the 
ladies  of  the  parish  had  prepared  a 
wonderful  breakfast.  Even  the  sun 
came  out  to  join  the  festivities. 

Monday,  July  16,  we  set  out  for 
three  different  missions;  Sister  Denis 
for  Benito,  Sister  MacMillan  for  Birch 
River  and  I,  for  Bellsite.  The  last  two 
places  were  north  of  Swan  River  to- 
ward the  mountains.  The  hillsides  were 
covered  with  tall  evergreens  and  the 
valleys  with  fields  of  waving  wheat  and 
barley.  We  exclaimed  at  the  size  of 
the  crows  and  were  laughingly  told  that 
they  were  ravens.  They  were  crow- 
like except  that  the  call  was  "aw-aw". 

Bellsite,  on  Bell  River,  is  a  small 
town  near  the  mountains.  It  has  two 
stores,  a  station  and  a  fine  church.  The 
weather  was  wet  and  continued  so  until 
Saturday — and  the  mud!  Twenty-five 
children  appeared  for  class.  Some  came 
on  a  tractor,  the  rest  walked  through 
mud  and  wet  grass.  Most  of  them  walk- 
ed two,  three  or  four  miles.  Of  this 
group,  eleven  had  perfect  attendance, 
(continued  on  next  page) 
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the  rest  missed  only  a  half  day.  The 
class  was  divided  among  three  teachers, 
Father,  a  high  school  student  and  my- 
self. We  used  the  church,  the  sacristy 
and  the  garage. 

Class  began  right  after  Mass.  How 
fervently  the  children  prayed,  learned 
their  lessons  and  said  the  rosary!  They 
were  at  Mass  every  morning,  and  on 
time,  The  day  we  had  "afternoon 
Mass"  all  the  children  went  to  the 
Sacraments.  For  those  children  who 
had  made  their  First  Holy  Commun- 
ion, these  days  were  a  means  of  gain- 
ing great  graces  and  many  indulgences. 
Our  only  regret  was  for  the  children 
who  were  unable  to  come.  A  few  were 
away  on  vacation,   some  remained 


home  to  help  with  the  work,  others 
were  away  because  the  parents  felt  that 
their  children  knew  all  that  was  neces- 
sary about  religion.  This  last  reason  is, 
of  course,  a  fond  delusion.  No  one  can 
know  all  his  religion  and  less  so  chil- 
dren under  twelve. 

That  the  Summer  School  was  a  suc- 
cess was  evident  on  the  last  Sunday. 
The  attendance  at  Mass  and  the  num- 
ber of  Holy  Communions  were  proof 
of  it.  During  Mass  the  entire  congre- 
gation renewed  their  Baptismal  Vows. 
After  Benediction,  the  eight  First  Com- 
municants received  their  remembrance 
certificates,  promising  to  go  often  to 
receive  Jesus  in  Holy  Communion. 

Sister  Leona  Trautman 


Summer 


Like  a  matron  grown  jaded  — 
Fat,  forty  and  fair  — 
In  a  nook  cool  and  shaded. 
Who  nods  in  her  chair; 

Then,  sudden,  aware 
-    Of  the  eyes  of  the  masses. 
Feigns  a  wide-awake  air, 
Summer  smiles  as  she  passes. 

T.  A.  Daly 


DUTY  IS  THE  THING  THAT  ONE  EXPECTS  FROM  OTHERS. 
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Trial  by  Fire 


Sister  Marie  MacDougall 


It  was  Sunday,  January  13,  1957 
that  it  happened.  We  had  just  arrived 
home  from  Mass  when  the  fire  siren 
shrieked  through  the  streets.  We  ran 
to  the  window  to  see  what  direction  the 
truck  would  take  and,  to  our  amaze- 
ment, it  turned  into  the  school  yard. 
At  that  instant  we  saw  clouds  of  black 
smoke  billowing  skywards.  Our  new 
school  was  on  fire! 

We  ran  back  to  the  church  to  see  if 
we  could  muster  fire  fighters  but  all 
had  left  for  home.  In  a  matter  of 
moments  people  from  far  and  near  had 
gathered  at  the  school  and  were  doing 
their  utmost  to  bring  the  blaze  under 
control.  All  their  efforts  were  useless. 
The  gas  main  leading  to  the  furnace 
had  broken  and  the  whole  building  was 
saturated  with  gas  fumes  which,  in  no 
time  at  all,  became  a  blazing  inferno. 

Came  Monday  morning  and  to  the 
surprise  of  many  the  school  buses  ar- 
rived. Due  to  the  fine  co-operation  of 
our  Divisional  Board  and  our  neigbor- 
ing  teachers  we  were  able  to  carry  on 
without  the  loss  of  a  day. 

The  disaster  brought  all  the  good  in 


All  efforts  were  useless 


our  community  to  the  fore  as  every  one 
rushed  to  our  aid  with  books,  desks, 
pictures,  et  cetera.  One  friend  combed 
through  her  children's  library  and  ar- 
rived at  the  school  with  about  three 
dozen  books  for  our  little  ones.  The 
four  teachers,  Grades  1,  2,  3,  4,  who 
were  teaching  in  the  new  building  lost 
everything  they  had,  so  you  can  ima- 
gine what  a  fairy  god-mother  she  was 
to  our  grade  "oners". 

(continued  on  next  page) 
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Of  course  our  little  ones  were  ter- 
ribly sad  over  the  loss  of  their  beautiful 
school,  but  children  are  a  reasonable 
lot  and  when  we  considered  how  much 
worse  it  could  have  been  if  we  had 
been  present  or  if  someone  had  been 
burned  or  hurt  or  if  we  had  lost  the 
old  school,  which  nearly  happened, 
they  decided  to  make  the  best  of  a  bad 
situation. 

So  right  away  we  started  to  beautify 
the  room  that  was  now  ours.  The  chil- 
dren worked  like  little  beavers  and 
soon  the  bare  walls  began  to  present 
a  cheerful  atmosphere  and  little  faces 
began  to  smile  again.  By  Easter  time 
much  work  had  been  accomplished 
and  right  now  the  children  are  happy 
and  believe  that  to  meet  disaster  one 
just  must  roll  up  his  sleeves  and  do  his 
very  best. 


The  full  value  of  this  life  can  only  be  got  by  fighting;  the  violent  take  it 
by  storm.  And  if  we  have  accepted  eveything,  we  have  missed  something — war. 
This  life  of  ours  is  a  very  enjoyable  fight,  but  a  very  miserable  truce. 

G.  K.  Chesterton 

Trouble  is  so  high  you  can't  climb  over  it,  so  wide,  you  can't  walk  around 
it.  So  deep,  you  can't  dig  under  it.  The  only  way  to  beat  it  is  to  duck  your 
head  and  wade  right  through. 


EVEN  THE  BEST  FAMILY  TREE  HAS  ITS  SAP. 


Sister  MacDougall  and  some  of  the 
children  who  rolled  up  their  sleeves 
and  met  disaster. 
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A  Stork 
jet- 

propelled 

Sister  B.  Knopic 


The  proud  young  parent 


We  are  all  familiar  with  and  more  or 
less  resigned  to  the  vagaries  of  Mother 
Nature.  But  it  is  a  little  hard  to  for- 
give her  when,  in  whimsical  mood,  she 
sends  a  jet-propelled  stork,  carrying 
a  double  load,  to  a  poor  unsuspecting 
mother  and  father-to-be.  Yet,  that  is 
just  what  she  did  to  a  couple  near 
Edson  not  too  long  ago. 

One  bright  evening,  there  was  an 
excited  rush  at  the  front  door  of  the 
hospital  as  a  slightly  wild-eyed  young 
man  appeared  carrying  a  carton  on 
each  arm.  We  could  not  see  any  reason 
for  the  rush  or  the  excitement,  the 
cartons  should  have  been  delivered  to 
the  side  door  anyway  —  or  so  we 
thought  until  we  discovered  the  very 
special  contents:  a  baby  girl  in  each 
box,  each  weighing  seven  pounds  two 
ounces.  Their  mother  was  admitted  a 
little  later.  She  had  insisted  on  Dad 
rushing  ahead  so  the  Sisters  could 
check  the  babies  to  see  that  all  was 
well.  Characteristically,  she  had  for- 
gotten about  herself  in  her  anxiety  for 
her  babies. 

The  twins  were  taken  to  the  nursery 
and  there  examined  by  Dr.  Crawford 
and  Sister  Allen.  Both  were  beautifully 
healthy  and  normal.  A  week  later, 
mother  and  babes  were  discharged 
from  the  hospital.  The  proud  young 
father  was  pleased  and  amused  when 
asked  to  pose  with  the  cartons  in  which 
he  had  brought  his  precious  bundles 
to  us.  And  who  knows?  Maybe  Mother 
Nature  thought  that  two  such  beautiful 
bairns  deserved  an  arrival  and  a  wel- 
come that  was  somewhat  out  of  the 
ordinary. 
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Hungary  was  in  the  news;  we  scan- 
ned headlines,  hstened  to  newscasts, 
watched  telecasts.  When  the  first  group 
of  refugees  arrived  at  Uplands  airport, 
here  in  Ottawa,  the  evening  paper 
carried  a  picture  of  a  young  couple 
speaking  to  a  priest,  and  underneath 
the  picture,  the  words,  "Father,  please 
marry  us."  It  was  pathetic  and  made 
one  feel  a  little  sad.  However,  a  few 
days  later  when  Sister  Patenaude  said, 
"I  wonder  what  became  of  the  young 
couple  who  wanted  to  get  married."  1 
had  forgotten  the  incident.  But,  not  for 
long.  The  next  day,  Gabriella  Dira,  the 
girl  in  the  story,  came  to  live  with  us 


until  arrangements  for  the  wedding 
were  completed. 

The  girls,  of  course,  took  Gabriella 
to  their  generous  young  hearts.  There 
was  so  much  to  appeal  to  them  in  her 
story.  First  of  all,  Gabriella  was  very 
beautiful,  then  she  was  sad  with  a  sad- 
ness quite  foreign  to  our  Canadian  girls 
of  her  age.  And  the  whole  business  had 
that  delightful  aura  of  romance  which 
we  all  find  entrancing,  regardless  of 
age.  Language  was  not  too  great  a 
barrier.  Sometimes  one  wonders  if 
perhaps  the  human  race  communicated 
with  signs  before  we  learned  the  use 
of  the  tongue. 


THE  ONLY  TIME  YOU  MUSTN'T  FAIL  IS  THE  LAST  TIME  YOU  TRY. 
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Sister  V.  Gillis 


On  December  17  we  were  holding 
our  annual  Christmas  party  and  the 
house  was  appropriately  decked  with 
Santas  and  reindeer,  Christmas  trees 
and  Christmas  bells.  Then  the  wonder- 
ful, the  glorious  news,  "All  the  docu- 
ments for  George  and  Gabriella  are  in 
order,  the  wedding  will  be  tomorrow." 
How  thrilling,  I  thought.  Tonight,  a 
Christmas  party,  tomorrow  morning  a 
wedding.  Oh,  well,  there  is  no  reason 
why  Christmas  bells  cannot  double  for 
wedding  bells!  When  the  last  party  guest 
had  departed  many  willing  hands  set  to 
work  to  prepare  the  room  for  Gabriel- 
la's  wedding  breakfast.  The  girls  were 
delighted  to  help.  The  decorations  were 
left  as  they  were  and  all  were  satisfied 
with  the  general  effect. 

Early  next  morning,  all  was  in  readi- 
ness, all  but  the  bride's  bouquet.  The 
telephone  rang,  it  was  the  Bridesmaid. 


"Has  it  come  yet  Sister?  It  hasn't? 
What  shall  we  do?" 

"Well,  we  have  roses  for  the  table 

"You  have?  Fine,  she  will  have 
them.  Thank  you  Sister." 

Ten  minutes  before  the  bride  was 
due  to  leave  for  church!  The  roses  were 
removed  from  the  table,  but,  what 
kind  of  a  bouquet  could  clumsy  fingers 
fashion  in  ten  minutes!  Those  roses 
seemed  alive,  and  possessed!  Pictures 
of  gorgeous  bridal  bouquets  came  into 
my  mind.  But  how  did  you  make  them 
that  way?  Finally,  they  were  be-ribbon- 
ed  and  they  looked,  at  least,  like  a 
bunch  of  roses,  if  not  like  a  bridal 
bouquet.  In  good  time  the  bride  was 
on  her  way  to  St.  Mary's  for  nine 
o'clock  Mass.  By  ten,  all  were  back 
for  breakfast. 

The  setting  was  rather  unusal  in  the 
midst  of  Christmas  decorations.  Father 
P.  A.  Kovaks  in  the  brown  habit  of  a 
Capuchin  Father,  the  bride,  in  a  stun- 
ning white  lace  gown,  donated  by  an 
anonymous  benefactor,  the  bridegroom 
in  a  dark  grey  suit  from  the  same  gen- 
erous donor,  the  table,  though  minus 
its  roses,  still  looked  dainty. 

The  young  couple  could  hardly  be- 
heve  that  it  was  actually  their  wedding 
day.  If  they  had  married  in  Hungary, 
they  would  not  have  had  the  happiness 
of  a  church  wedding.  There  a  bare 
wedding  hall  now  replaces  the  tradi- 
tional church  ceremony.  In  a  Hungar- 
ion  marriage  ceremony,  the  couple 
kneel  before  the  priest,  place  their 
hands  on  a  crucifix  and  pledge  a  vow 
of  fidelity  to  each  other.  That  George 
and  Gabriella  will  be  faithful  to  that 
vow,  a  credit  to  their  Fatherland  and 
an  honour  to  their  adopted  Canada  is 
our  sincere  prayer. 
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Variety 

in  Vancouver 


by 


Eileen  Hamrogue 

(lately  arrived  from  Dublin) 


There  is  really  no  other  word  so 
apt  as  variety  with  which  I  could  begin 
to  give  my  various  impressions  of  the 
Vancouver  Club,  as  it  seems  to  be  the 
keynote  of  all  our  activities  here.  What 
seems  to  me  so  amazing  is  the  way  in 
which  in  this  "home"  so  many  dif- 
ferent types  of  "children"  are  united — 
Irish,  English,  Canadian,  German, 
Australian,  Italian,  Yugoslav.  In  some 
strange  way  the  Sisters  manage  to  do, 
with  an  apparently  casual  ease  and 
understanding,  a  task  which  I  think  no 
ordinary  mother  could  accomplish.  The 
common  language  is  camaraderie  and 
goodwill. 

As  I  write  this  today,  the  lovely 
Vancouver  early  Spring  setting  adds 


more  variety  to  the  everyday  affair  of 
noon  lunch,  which  has  just  been  served 
out  on  the  cool  green  lawn  by  Sister 
Grace.  The  girls  are  gathered  around 
in  bright  newly  painted  red  and  blue 
chairs  enjoying  the  warmth  of  this 
God-sent  sunshine.  Others  are  lolling 
drowsily  on  the  swing  and  Sister  Su- 
perior has  just  taken  some  snaps  of 
today's  Elite  dining  outside  in  this 
Florida-like  setting. 

The  task  of  "Spring  Cleaning"  has 
just  been  completed  and  even  today 
there  is  still  the  sound  of  hammer  and 
nail.  Everything  looks  so  fresh  with 
new  paint.  When  you  walk  outside  it 
is  good  to  feel  the  reawakening  of 
Spring — pink    and    white  blossom- 
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covered  trees,  red,  white  and  yellow 
tulips  in  the  garden,  the  scent  of  young 
shrubs  and  the  sea  breeze  wafted  up 
from  the  Bay  with  its  sheer  blue  water 
encircled  by  snow  topped  mountains, 
gleaming  in  this  first  sunshine.  "Earth 
has  not  anything  to  show  more  fair — 
dull  would  he  be  of  soul  who  could 
pass  by  a  sight  so  touching  in  its 
majesty." 

I  have  spent  this  my  first  Canadian 
winter  here  and  it  has  been  a  stimulat- 
ing experience  with  many  new  aspects 
of  living  and  thinking.  With  such  an 
interchange  of  new  ideas,  styles, 
thoughts  and  manners,  I  find  it  difficult 
to  know  exactly  what  is  most  important 
to  describe.  What  has  impressed  me 
most  vividly  since  I  came  is  the  pre- 
occupation of  the  Sisters  with  the  hap- 
piness of  the  whole  house  and  their 
unceasing  efforts  in  this  direction.  The 
patience  and  gentle  tolerance  shown 
at  all  times;  the  pains-taking  efforts  to 
organize  parties,  socials  et  cetera  for 
Hallowe'en  and  other  festive  occasions. 
With  each  endeavour  we  see  anew  the 
Sisters'  particular  talent  for  selecting 
the  right  girls  for  certain  tasks  then 
moulding  the  whole  enterprise  together 
successfully  for  the  common  good. 
This  great  "exchange"  operation  is 
most  beneficial  to  all.  It  was  most 
evident  at  the  Christmas  party  which 
was  an  overwhelming  success  proving 
what  "  Operation  Exchange "  can 
achieve  under  the  guidance  of  the  Sis- 
ters and  of  the  versatile  young  ladies 
who  comprised  the  various  committees. 
The  darkness  of  winter  was  dispelled 
by  the  gleam  of  tinsel  and  tree  lights, 
colourful  evening  dresses,  sparkling 
jewellery  and  the  infectious  smiles  and 
laughter  of  the  Season  of  Goodwill. 


There  are  so  many  activities,  I 
could  not  possibly  write  on  them  all. 
The  wonderful  work  done  by  the  Auxi- 
Hary  is  just  one  example.  The  Sisters 
are  at  present  undertaking  the  building 
of  a  Memorial  Chapel  in  memory  of 
their  Co-Founder,  Reverend  George  T. 
Daly,  C.Ss.R.  and  Sister  Superior  is 
quietly  determined  to  see  this  venture 
through.  I  do  trust  that  her  hopeful 
and  optimistic  spirit  will  be  rewarded. 
Of  course,  as  with  all  such  under- 
takings, money  is  a  powerful  factor  and 
the  generosity  of  various  donors  has 
to  be  forthcoming.  I  can  think  of  no 
more  deserving  cause — especially  in 
view  of  the  difficulty  in  publicising  this 
effort.  Considering  the  ever-expanding 
activities  of  this  Club  and  the  im- 
measurable amount  of  good  done  for 
so  many  minds  and  souls,  it  is  merely 
an  understatement  to  say  that  it  is  a 
worthy  cause. 


The  Vancouver  chapel  at  present 
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Encounter  in 


Wimipcg 


I  was  seated  in  the  general  waiting 
room  of  a  Winnipeg  railway  station 
when  a  pleasant-looking,  middle-aged 
woman  approached  and  sat  beside  me. 
"Pardon  me"  she  began,  "would  you 
mind  telling  me  what  you  represent?" 
"Not  at  all,"  I  replied,  having  faced  up 
to  this  question  many  times  in  my 
career.  "I  am  a  Sister  of  Service,  a 
Catholic  Sister  from  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice Residential  Club  for  Girls  on  Har- 
grave  Street." 

"Well,"  she  said.  "I  didn't  know 
such  a  place  existed.  Just  what  is  the 
work  carried  on  there?  Is  it  something 
like  the  Kiwanis?" 

"Oh,  no,"  I  gasped,  "nothing  at  all 
like  that.  It  is  a  temporary  residence 
for  working  girls  coming  to  the  city 
either  from  other  parts  of  Canada  or 
from  other  countries." 


"Do  you  take  students?"  she  asked, 
looking  interested. 

"Well,  we  do  accept  technical  stu- 
dents, for  example,  girls  taking  a  bus- 
iness course,  a  beautician's  course  and 
so  on." 

"I  have  a  niece  who  wants  to  come 
to  the  city  to  take  a  business  course  but 
she  has  never  been  away  from  home 
before  and  her  mother  is  reluctant  to 
let  her  out  of  her  sight.  Would  she 
be  eligible?" 

"Yes,"  I  replied,  "but  she  should 
make  application  right  away  since, 
usually,  there  is  not  sufficient  accom- 
modation for  all  who  wish  to  come." 

"That's  too  bad,"  she  murmured. 
"Have  you  ever  considered  building  a 
larger  place?" 

(continued  on  page  30) 


Sister  Fitzmourice 
with  a  group  of 
residents  of  the 
Winnipeg  Club 


Religious 

Vacation  Seliools 


"Now,  let  me  see  .  .  .  charts,  catechisms,  rosaries,  .  .  .  charts,  holy  cards, 
colouring  books  .  .  .  charts,  statue  of  Our  Lady,  pictures  .  .  .  charts,  crayons, 
story  book,  camera  and  —  charts."  When  the  annual  recitation  of  this  litany 
begins,  we  know  that  religious  vacation  school  time  is  at  hand.  From  Northern 
Ontario  to  British  Columbia,  from  Northern  Alberta  to  North  Dakota,  many 
grey-clad  catechists  take  to  the  open  road.  Singly  or  in  pairs,  for  a  week,  ten 
days  or  two  weeks,  the  sisters  live,  work,  play  and  pray  with  famihes  in  the 
district  where  they  teach.  All  too  quickly  the  vacation  school  is  over.  The 
sisters  move  on  to  some  other  place,  the  children  settle  down,  in  many  cases,  to 
fifty  weeks  in  which  their  contact  with  the  Church  is  almost  nil.  The  following 
Picture  Story  will,  we  hope,  give  our  readers  a  brief  sketch  of  the  where, 
the  what  and  the  why  of  religious  vacation  schools. 


A  Picture  Story 


In  Northern  Ontario  Siste 
Coughlin's  summer  schoc| 
curriculum  is  broad  am' 
all  inclusive. 


%4 


In  North  Dakota,  church  pews  serve 
as  school  desks  for  Sister  Denis' 
pupils. 


Something 
Hard  for 
God 

To  God, 
Sky. 
Dear  God, 

I  didn't  want  to  get  up  at  5  o'clock,  but  I  did. 
With  Love, 

Terry 

The  bouquets  which  the  Sacred  Heart  finds  at  His  feet  at  the  end  of  a 
Rehgious  Vacation  School  day  are  not  always  made  of  flowers.  When  instructing 
children  it  is  necessary  to  instil  into  their  minds  the  notion  of  sacrifice.  St. 
Thomas  insists  that  there  is  action  in  sacrifice,  there  is  movement,  activity, 
a  stirring  of  man  towards  His  Master.  Sacrifice  is  the  sign  of  the  deliberate 
return  of  man  to  God.  But  tiny  tots  and  abstract  notions  do  not  mix  too  well, 
so  many  Sisters  solve  the  problem  by  introducing,  as  part  of  the  Vacation 
School  day,  the  doing  of  something  hard  for  God. 

One  resourceful  Sister  asks  her  pupils  to  write  what  they  have  done  on 
a  slip  of  paper  which  is  placed  in  a  small  bowl,  provided  for  the  purpose,  in 
front  of  the  statue  of  Our  Lady  or  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  Some  of  the  slips  are 
quite  humorous,  but  they  do  indicate  whether  or  not  the  child  grasps  the  idea 
of  sacrifice.  We  thought  it  might  be  instructive  and  edifying,  as  well  as  amusing, 

TALKING  COMES  BY  NATURE:  SILENCE  BY  WISDOM. 


JULY  1957 


PAGE  NINETEEN 


to  print  some  of  the  bouquets  which  are  laid  at  the  feet  of  our  Lord  by  His 
Httle  ones. 

"I  dident  want  to  put  Guffs  shoes  on  when  they  were  muddy,  but  I  did. 
2.  I  dident  want  to  put  a  pair  of  overhalls  on  Debbie  but  I  did.  3.  I  dident 
want  to  clean  the  front  room  but  I  did." 

"I  fed  hay  to  the  bull." 

"Dear  God,  I  help  bild  the  dog  pen.  David." 

"I  wanted  to  swing  my  feet  and  I  couldn't.  John." 

"Dear  Jesus,  one  day  there  was  once  five  candy  and  I  didn't  ate  any." 
"Dear  Jesus,  I  want  to  do  something  hard  for  you.  I  eat  my  crusts." 
"Feet  pigs.  Jerry" 

"I  got  the  cow  witch  I  didn't  want  to  do  very  much." 
"I  washed  my  hands  without  complaining." 

"Dear  Jesus  a  gift  for  you.  I  toke  of  my  dress  when  I  got  home." 

"My  hard  thing  for  Jesus  is  I  picked  raspberriess  instead  of  playing." 

"I  wash  the  sink  which  I  don't  like  to  do.  Anita." 

Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  ...  He  hath  perfected  praise.  May  God  grant 
that  the  notion  of  sacrifice  planted  now  may  ripen  later  into  the  habit  of  sacrifice 
through  which  His  little  ones  will  be  united  eternally  with  Him,  one  day  in 
Heaven. 
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When  people  call  this  beast  to  mind. 
They  marvel  more  and  more 

At  such  o  little  tail  behind 

So  large  a  trunk  before. 

Hilaire  Belloc 


HEAR  AND  THE  DUMB  CAN  UNDERSTAND. 
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Young  Catholic  women — you  who  are  dreaming  of  doing  some- 
thing worth  while  in  life — do  you  ever  think  of  the  thousands  and 
thousands  of  Catholics  who,  in  our  own  land,  are  without  the  help 
of  Mother  Church.  Visualize  the  great  Home-Mission  in  the  West; 
see  the  pleading  hands  of  children  who  are  without  instruction  in  the 
Faith  of  their  baptism;  hear  the  worried  mothers  pleading  for  spiritual 
help;  behold  a  whole  generation  growing  up  without  the  spiritual 
ministration  of  the  Church  ....  and  then  ask  yourself  what  can  be 
done  to  help  them? 

An  army  of  missionary  sisters  is  wanted  to  turn  disaster  into 
victory.  Are  you  one  of  the  recruits  needed?  Will  you  allow  a  self- 
contented  life  to  stand  between  you  and  this  great  cause?  A  life  given 
to  a  missionary  endeavour  bears  its  own  reward.  There  is  more  real 
happiness  and  satisfaction  amid  the  hardships  and  sacrifices  of  a 
misionary  life  than  can  be  found  amid  the  pleasures  and  wealth  of  the 
world.  The  reason  of  this  lies  in  the  fact  that  a  missionary  sister  is 
really  doing  something  that  is  worth  while — something  that  counts 
in  this  life  and  in  the  next. 

Souls,  immortal  souls,  depend  upon  your  response  to  this  appeal, 
they  are  waiting  .  .  .  Will  you  come? 


G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  in  A  Call  to  Service 


.  .  .  and  please,  dear  Jesus, 
dont  forget  to  send  us  Sisters, 

Amen. 
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From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D. 
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Difficuties: 

I  am  sorry  to  say  this.  I  lost  my  Sisters 
of  Service  when  we  got  it. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Darlene 

It  sure  is  hard  to  believe  that  I  aready 
am  14  years  old.  My  birthday  was  Friday 
7th.  Last  night  the  wind  was  dritfing  the 
roads  closed.  I  just  dread  going  to  school 
with  a  sled  after  going  with  a  car.  We 
never  went  to  school  with  the  sleigh  yet 
but  may  as  the  road  is  going  to  drift  closed 
but  the  snow  is  soft.  I  hope  we  don't  have  a 
hoard  winter  like  last  yr. 

Around  Christmas  Eve  our  Guide  Patrol 
thought  it  would  be  nice  to  help  the  older 
folks,  so  we  thought  of  having  a  White  Gift 
Service.  Each  Girl  Guide  was  to  bring  some 
kind  of  fruit  or  vegetable  wrapped  in  white 
paper  on  Saturday  night  at  the  Anglican 


Church.  I  am  the  only  Girl  Guide  that  is 
Catholic  and  my  patrol  leader  said  that  it 
only  a  service  of  thanksgiving  so  I  went.  It 
wasn't  a  religious  service  and  the  Minister 
didn't  have  anything  to  do  with  the  sermon. 
It  was  all  controlled  by  the  Girl  Guides.  Did 
I  break  any  of  the  Ten  Commandments? 
Your  loving  pupil 

Judy 

I  am  very  sorry  I  did  not  write  and  send 
in  my  lessons  but  we  were  preparing  a  visit 
to  God  for  my  brother  who  was  killed 
instantly  at  Alligator  Point  at  Slave  Lake. 
He  was  22  years  old  and  had  a  good  job  as 
a  logger.  He  did  not  have  a  chance  to  make 
an  act  of  contrition,  so  prayers  will  help  a 
lot.  Will  you  please  say  a  prayer  for  him  as 
he  needs  them  to  reach  Heaven. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Jerry 
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I  am  very  sorry  for  not  writing  sooner 
but  I  guess  I  was  fooling  around  too  much. 
So  I'll  tell  you  now,  I  could  not  find  my 
lesson,  and  I'm  afraid  that  when  Mom 
cleaned  the  house  she  burned  my  lession 
by  accident.  But  I  will  try  to  be  on  time 
with  my  lessions  from  now  on. 

Your  pupil, 

Jim 

The  lessons  are  quite  hard  for  us  be- 
cause we  haven't  anybody  to  teach  us  or 
help  us.  We  are  not  long  in  Canada.  Our 
parents  do  not  understand  English  very 
well  to  teach  us.  We  are  trying  very  hard 
to  do  them.  If  this  lesson  is  low  again  please 
send  us  different  ones. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Richard  and  Roy 

I'm  droping  you  few  lines  to  let  you  know 
that  about  our  lessons  we  were  moving  and 
my  grand  mother  missed  Placed  them  we 
had  quite  time  to  find  them  and  we  are 
all  awllfull  sorry  and  there  is  quite  few 
stuff  we  cant  find  such  is  paints  and  crayons 
so  I'll  color  them  as  soon  as  I  find  the 
crayons.  Thank  you 

I'm  yours  sincerely, 

Gary  and  Jimmie 

I  am  sorry  we  didn't  send  these  before 
this.  We  had  the  mumps  and  were  sick,  but 
I  guess  we  should  brighten  up.  I  guess  we 
should  have  send  them  before  this.  I  am 
ashamed  of  us.  So  would  you  please  excuse 
us  Sister  please.  Sorry  didn't  send  them 
sooner. 

Your  pupils, 
Madelaine  and  Raymond 

Satisfied 

How  are  you.  I  am  getting  along  fine.  I 
enjoyed  it  at  camp.  We  had  a  very  good 
time  in  playing.  We  had  some  real  good 
breakfasts,  dinners  and  suppers.  You  were 
a  very  nice  teacher.  Will  you  tell  sister 
coffee  that  I  said  to  say  thanks  you.  How 
is  sister  coats  getting  along. 

Yours  truly, 

Gary 

Thanks  for  the  book.  It  is  very  nice.  I 
read  the  book  to  my  little  sister  Jenny. 
Sister  I  am  sorry  I  didn't  send  my  lessons 
back.  We  were  too  busy  doing  thrasen.  Sis- 


ter when  are  you  going  to  send  those  pic- 
tures so  I  could  tell  Jenny  the  story?  Sister 
I  read  the  book  all.  Sister  are  there  pictures 
to  color?  Sister  will  you  please  send  me 
the  songs  that  we  had  in  camp?  From  now 
on  I  will  send  my  lessons. 

Love  Solveig  yours  truly 


Thanks  for  the  lessons.  Jenny  is  only  five 
years  old.  Jenny  is  not  going  to  school  and 
she  can't  read  but  I  explain  her.  Sister  we 
have  six  inches  of  snow.  Jenny  can  count 
to  twelve  and  can  say  the  a  b  cs  to  d.  Sister 
will  you  please  send  me  those  pictures  for 
Jenny  so  I  could  tell  Jenny  the  story.  Sister 
I  am  coming  to  Edmonton  on  Sunday. 

Yours  truly  love  Solveig 


Thank  you  for  the  packeach  you  sent  me. 
I  was  very  happy  when  I  got  it.  Thank  you 
very  much  for  your  letter  you  sent  me.  I 
like  school  very  much.  I  like  your  lessons 
very  much.  I  hope  I  get  my  next  lessons 
right.  I  hope  you  like  my  righting.  Thank 
you  for  everything.  God  bless  you  all. 

Your  Rencite 


From  the  Parents 

Many  thanks  for  your  little  reminders 
that  I  have  received  in  the  mail.  June  and 
Phyllis  have  been  taking  Catechism  lessons 
here,  that  is  why  they  did  not  finish  the 
course  they  started  with  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice. The  ladies  of  the  town  have  been 
taking  turns  teaching.  However,  I  do  not 
think  the  children  have  been  receiving  the 
"ground  work"  that  they  would  receive  by 
cftntinuing  lessons  with  you.  And  the  girls 
themselves  want  to  commence  lessons  with 
you  again.  So,  I  would  be  very  grateful 
if  you  would  enroll  them  again,  also  their 
sister,  Dianne  Frances,  who  will  be  6  years 
old  in  July.  Thank  you  very  much. 
Sincerely, 

Mrs.  E.  C. 


This  $2.00  is  an  offering  in  honour  of  St. 
Gerard.  It  was  you  Sisters  who  let  us  know 
about  him. 

Thank  you.  God  bless  you  work! 

Mrs.  W.  Z. 
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I  Know  A  Secret 


Sister  M.  Phillips 


Seventy-five  pairs  of  eyes  looked  at 
me  with  a  puzzled  expression  after  I 
asked  the  question  "What  is  a  Sister?" 
There  was  a  moment  of  silence  and 
then  one  hand  was  raised  timidly,  then 
another.  The  children  were  seated 
around  me,  some  on  benches,  others 
on  the  floor  at  my  feet.  I  was  a  stran- 
ger but  strangers  are  always  interest- 
ing when  they  are  visitors  to  rural 
schools,  especially  when  they  come 
equipped  with  pictures  and  stories.  I 
had  come  with  both. 

"Yes,  what  do  you  think?" 

"A  Sister  is  some  sort  of  Nun." 

Another  volunteered.  "They  teach 
us." 

"But,  Miss  S  .  .  .  teaches  you  and 
she  isn't  a  Sister,  is  she?  Some  Sisters 
do  teach  but  that  isn't  what  makes 
them  Sisters,  is  it?" 

"They  wear  a  uniform,"  someoqc 
suggested. 

"Yes,  but  I've  seen  policemen  in 
uniform,  haven't  you,  and  they're  not 
Sisters!" 

A  hand  waved  enthusiastically.  I 
nodded  permission  to  speak. 

"A  Sister  is  someone  who  grows 
more  beautiful  every  day!" 

One  glance  should  have  convinced 
her  that  that  wasn't  true!  I  knew  that 
she  hadn't  said  what  she  meant  but  we 
all  enjoyed  the  joke. 


I  teased  them  until  someone  voiced 
her  ideal,  "A  Sister  is  someone  who 
gives  her  whole  life  to  God." 

We  talked  for  a  few  minutes  then 
about  falling  in  love  with  God  and 
what  a  wonderful  thing  it  is  to  be  asked 
by  God  for  your  heart.  Then  we  fig- 
ured out  together  that  Sisters  can  show 
how  much  they  love  God  by  helping 
people.  "Whatever  you  have  done  to 
the  least  of  my  brethren,  you  have 
done  it  to  Me."  The  special  ways  that 
the  Sisters  of  Service  show  their  love 
for  God  were  seen  in  projected  shde 
pictures. 

This  was  just  one  of  the  45  groups 
of  children  to  whom  I  talked  during 
May  about  vocations.  In  almost  every 
group  there  were  those  who  had  at 
some  time  received  catechism  lessons 
from  the  Sisters  of  Service.  There  were 
those  who  had  been  met  by  the  Sisters 
at  the  ports.  One  teacher  told  me  "I 
remember  your  Sisters  very  well.  They 
took  us  from  the  boat  up  to  their  house 
and  gave  us  bananas  and  cream — a 
real  treat  for  us  children!" 

A  loquacious  ten-year-old  who  as- 
sisted me  in  packing  up  the  projector 
one  day  advised  me  that  she  knew  me 
eight  years  ago.  "Yes,  you  were  in  the 
Edson  Hospital  and  my  brother  Timmy, 
cut  his  finger  (at  this  point,  the  scarred 
finger  was  pointed  at  me  by  the  silent 
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but  very  proud  Timmy)  and  you  used 
to  call  him  'Timmy,  the  Terrible'."  My 
past  is  beginning  to  catch  up  with  me! 

In  many  schools  I  didn't  hear  the 
comments  directly  from  the  children. 
It  was  those  wonderful  people  called 
the  Sisters  of  Holy  Cross,  the  Sisters 
of  Providence  and  the  Grey  Nuns  who 
had  to  answer  the  many  questions.  I 
heard  about  the  little  girl  who,  in 
amazement,  said,  "But  Sister,  that  Sis- 
ter has  hair!"  I  enjoyed  Sister's  quick 
answer,  "What  do  you  think  I've  got — 
feathers?" 

Besides  the  actual  meetings  with  the 
children,  there  were  other  "extra- 
curricular" activities.  We  visited  one 
of  the  new  oil  well  sites — a  new  ex- 
perience for  me  and  one  which  I  tho- 
roughly enjoyed.  We  attended  the  vo- 
cational exhibit  in  McLennan  and  our 
two  miniature  SOS  stole  the  show. 
We  were  around  to  see  the  Peace  Riv- 
er valley  turn  green  once  again.  We 
climbed  (by  car)  to  the  top  of  the  sur- 
rounding hills  and  picked  out  all  the 
landmarks  for  miles  around.  After  a 
hearty  lunch  we  listened  to  tales  of 


Picking  out  the  landmari<s 


The  little  S.O.S.  stole  the  show 

college  days  in  Rome  told  by  one  of 
the  missionaries  of  these  parts. 

And  now  the  month  is  over.  I  have 
just  opened  three  letters.  One  reads:  "I 
want  to  be  a  brother  because  I  want 
to  save  souls  and  to  be  a  servant  of 
God."  Another:  "It  seems  that  I  grew 
up  with  the  idea  of  wanting  to  be  a 
nun  so  I  can  dedicate  my  life  to  God 
and  be  drawn  closer  to  Him."  Another: 
"You  asked  me  why  I  want  to  be  a 
Sister.  That  is  a  very  simple  question  to 
me.  I  want  to  become  a  Sister  because 
1  want  the  whole  world  —  children, 
mothers  and  fathers  —  to  know  about 
God,  Mary  and  all  the  saints." 

I  know  a  secret.  I  know  why  Our 
Lady  of  Fatima  gave  her  tremendous 
message — not  to  us  older  folks — but 
to  little  ones.  Shining  out  through 
brown  eyes  or  blue  or  through  spark- 
Hng  black  ones  is  complete  faith  and 
trust,  a  candor  which  is  completely 
overwhelming  and  which  even  the 
Great  Heart  of  God  cannot  resist. 

"O  Mary,  keep  these  little  ones  as 
pure,  as  trusting  and  as  idealistic  as 
they  are  today." 
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Outside  the  large,  grey  stone  build- 
ing a  tense  group  was  gathered.  No  one 
spoke.  I  was  there  in  that  group.  I 
knew  them  all.  They  knew  me.  But  no 
one  spoke.  Our  eyes  had  one  focal 
point — the  massive,  barred  door,  im- 
movable, impenetrable.  A  voice  behind 
me  muttered,  "Why?  Why  don't  they 
open  it  and  get  it  over  with?"  "Ssh", 
said  another  nervously.  A  tremor  of 
restlessness  rippled  through  the  crowd. 
But  no  one  spoke.  The  pretty,  young 
Chinese  girl  clenched  her  fists  and  re- 
peatedly mouthed  something  to  herself. 
Two  black  veils  bent  over  a  white  card 
and  fingered  their  beads  uneasily.  A 
young  man  in  black  turned  to  me  and 
said,  'T  wish  I  could  do  something 
now."  "It's  too  late,"  said  L  "I'll  be 
glad  when  it  is  over."  I  replied,  "And 
so  will  I.  This  is  the  worst."  He  said 
no  more. 

At  that  moment  the  door  swung 
open.  Automatically,  silently,  but  not 
willingly  the  crowd  filed  in,  one  by  one. 
Once  inside  you  lost  all  contact  with 
your  fellow  mortals.  I  was  on  an  island 
all  alone.  Where  I  was,  I  didn't  care. 
I  took  the  nearest  place.  And  then  I 
tried  to  pray.  Dear  God,  You  have 
helped  me  through  four  now.  This  is 
the  last.  Please  help  me. 

Somewhere  in  the  distance  I  could 
hear  a  voice  chanting,  "Do  not  use  .  .  . 
Do  not  leave  the  .  .  .  Do  not  have  .  .  .  " 
etc.,  etc.,  etc.  I  had  heard  it  all  before. 
Four  times,  in  fact.  This  was  the  last. 
It  didn't  matter  now.  Seven  or  eight 
unsympathetic  faces  policed  up  and 
down  through  the  hall.  Again  the  voice 
chanted,  "Begin.  You  must  have  the 
appointed  work  completed  in  two  and 
one  half  hours."  The  entire  crowd 
surged  spontaneously.  Heads  bent  low. 
Not  a  sound  was  heard.  Two  and  one 
half  hours,  then  freedom.  We  worked. 


We  worked  hard,  together,  but  alone. 

The  first  fifteen  minutes  were  the 
worst,  for  they  were  a  quarter  hour  of 
panic.  I  can't  do  it.  It's  impossible. 
Everything  was  blank.  And  then,  mira- 
culously the  blankness  slowly  filled  in. 
I  could  see  clearly  now.  Somehow  the 
impossible  became  feasible.  The  im- 
possible was  slowly  being  accomp- 
lished. 

The  strange  voice  chanted,  "You 
have  exactly  thirty  minutes  left."  Again 
panic.  I'm  not  going  to  make  it,  but 
somehow  I  must.  For  thirty  minutes  we 
all  worked  feverishly  together,  but 
alone.  Seconds  ticked  by  and  the  thirty 
minutes  were  gone.  A  crisp  voice  an- 
nounced, "Time  is  up.  Finish  all 
work." 


The  mutual  sigh  of  relief  echoed 
through  the  hall.  Smiles,  broad  smiles, 
smiles  of  relief,  but  not  necessarily  of 
victory  were  exchanged.  Yes,  it  was 
over.  Some  had  to  face  two  more 
ordeals,  but  for  most  of  us,  it  was  over. 
That  terrible  isolation  was  broken.  We 
were  again  a  social  group,  laughing  and 
chatting,  everyone  anxious  to  dispel  the 
gloom  of  the  morning.  The  bright  sun- 
shine was  glaring,  almost  blinding  as 
we  stepped  from  the  bleak  hall.  Out- 
side was  another  crowd,  grim  and  silent 
as  we  once  were.  They  too  were  wait- 
ing to  get  in  the  large,  grey  stone  build- 
ing to  get  it  over  with.  But  we, — we 
were  free!  I  felt  as  if  a  big  load  was 
removed  from  my  back.  In  reality  it 
was  taken  off  my  mind.  Exams  were 
over!  College  was  finished  for  another 
year. 

Sister  M.  M.  Denis 
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ENCOUNTER  IN  WINNIPEG 

"The  need  of  increasing  the  accom- 
modation is  in  our  minds  day  and 
night,  for  we  are  constantly  made 
aware  of  the  lack  of  space,  here,  there 
and  everywhere  in  the  house.  But  there 
is  just  one  hindrance  to  improving  the 
situation,  and  that  we  haven't  been 
able  to  overcome  up  to  the  present." 

"It  is?"  she  questioned. 

"It  is  lack  of  money,"  I  replied. 
"You  cannot  build  without  it — now 
can  you?" 

"But  there  is  such  a  need  for  a 
Catholic  girls'  residence  in  a  large 
commercial  centre  like  Winnipeg.  Can't 
you  lay  some  money  aside  for  a  build- 
ing fund  and,  perhaps,  collect  funds 
from  interested  friends?" 

I  shook  my  head.  "No,  we  cannot 
lay  any  aside  because  we  conduct  the 
work  at  a  financial  loss.  The  purpose 
of  the  house  is  to  provide  good  accom- 
modation at  a  low  rate  for  girls,  new 
to  the  country  or  to  the  city,  who  are 
in  the  lower  income  bracket.  In  order 
to  do  this  we  have  become  an  agency 
of  the  Community  Chest.  Our  yearly 
deficit  is  made  up  by  their  contribution, 
which  must  be  expended  for  the  pur- 
pose for  which  it  is  given;  we  are  not 
permitted  to  put  any  aside  for  a  build- 
ing fund.  Neither  are  we,  as  a  Com- 
munity Chest  Agency,  permitted  to 
make  a  civic  appeal  for  funds.  And 
obviously,  if  we  need  the  help  of  the 
Community  Chest  to  cover  our  running 
expenses  we  can  have  no  extra  funds  to 
put  aside  for  any  purpose." 

She  sighed  regretfully  and  murmur- 
ed "What  a  pity!  And  you  say  you 
have  girls  not  only  from  Canada  but 
from  other  countries  as  well?" 

"The  house  was  originally  opened 
for  the  benefit  of  immigrant  girls  who 
were  pouring  into  this  country  in  the 


early  thirties.  And  assistance  to  im- 
migrants is  still  the  first  interest  of  all 
our  Residential  Clubs  across  Canada. 
Nowadays,  when  the  immigration  of 
families  is  encouraged,  it  is  not  un- 
common to  find  a  man  and  his  wife 
and  children  up  at  the  house  for  meals 
and  other  help  during  the  first  trying 
days  of  getting  settled  in  a  new  home. 
Of  course,  we  do  not  provide  sleeping 
accommodation  for  families."  "How 
interesting  your  work  is,"  she  smiled. 
"You  must  meet  many  different  types 
in  your  special  vocation.  Will  you  tell 
me  about  them?" 

"A  big  order,"  I  replied.  "We  do 
meet  interesting  persons  from  many 
countries.  A  charming  group  came  up 
from  South  America  this  year,  the 
first  we  have  had  from  that  continent. 
The  girls  were  delightfully  vivacious 
little  ladies,  their  brothers  were  gal- 
lantry itself.  For  a  time  we  thought  we 
were  in  another  world  for  our  new- 
comers knew  no  English  but  spoke 
Spanish  loud  and  long  and  with  such 
zest  that  when  they  began  everyone 
else  became  silent.  But  in  no  time  at  all 
at  business  school  they  had  mastered 
the  language  sufficiently  to  get  along. 
As  soon  as  possible,  brothers  and  sis- 
ters rented  an  apartment  where  all 
could  be  together,  and  life,  for  us  in 
the  Club,  became  normal  again.  Then 
there  was  a  group  of  lovely  Irish  nurses 
who  graced  Manitoba  with  their  pres- 
ence: a  party  of  three  girls  from  France 
who  hitch-hiked  across  Canada  and 
stopped  off  with  us  for  a  few  days  en 
route  to  Vancouver.  These  French  girls 
had  no  English  but  apparently  did  not 
need  it;  they  had  an  uncanny  gift  for 
making  their  wants  known  without  the 
aid  of  the  spoken  word.  There  have 
been  professional  women  from  Lon- 
don, Vienna,  Berlin  and  Shanghai,  and 
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many  fine  girls  from  Holland  under 
our  roof.  It  is  truly  amazing  how  quick- 
ly they  learn  the  language  and  find 
thmeselves  suitable  employment.  One 
of  the  loveliest  girls  who  ever  resided 
here  was  a  Chinese  girl  from  Hong 
Kong  who  was  taking  a  course  at  the 
university."  I  could  see  that  my  new 
acquaintance  had  another  question 
trembling  on  her  lips,  so  I  paused. 

"Would  you  say  that  most  of  the 
girls  in  the  Club  are  immigrants?"  she 
asked. 

"No,  not  in  Winnipeg,"  I  answered. 
"At  the  present  time  most  of  the  girls 
are  Canadians,  the  children  of  immi- 
grants, with  some  Metis  and  an  occas- 
ional French-Canadian.  We  also  have 
one  student  from  Aklavik  which,  as 
perhaps  you  know,  is  300  miles  south 
of  the  Arctic  circle.  This  is  her  first 
time  'out'  as  they  say  up  there." 

"It  is  clear  you  have  a  cosmopolitan 
group  in  the  house.  Do  they  get  along 
well  together?" 

"Yes,  as  a  rule,  they  are  a  friendly 
group,  treating  one  another  with  court- 
esy and  kindness.  Because  the  house  is 
small  it  is  easier  to  develop  a  family 
spirit.  It  is  a  custom  to  mark  special 
feast  days  or  holidays  with  some  festiv- 
ity, and  joys  shared  in  common  tend  to 
make  a  joyful  household." 

"Do  you  have  any  regulations  as  to 
when  they  may  go  out?"  she  queried. 

"Well,"  I  answered,  "there  are  no 
regulations  as  to  when  they  may  go 
out,  but  there  are  regulations  as  to 
when  they  must  come  in." 

"Are  all  of  the  girls  Catholics?"  was 
her  next  question. 

"Generally  they  are.  There  is  daily 
Mass  in  the  house  but  we  regret  that 
the  chapel  is  so  small  that  there  is 
room  in  it  only  for  the  sisters  and  two 
girls.  Other  residents  attending  Mass 


must  kneel  in  the  hall.  And  of  course, 
having  the  girls  say  the  Rosary  in 
common  in  the  chapel  is  impossible." 

Her  kind  face  was  all  sympathy  as 
she  got  up  to  go.  "Sister,  I  wish  I  had 
a  fortune.  I'd  share  it  with  you  to  help 
out  in  this  work.  Certainly  a  city  the 
size  of  Winnipeg  should  have  adequate 
quarters  for  our  young  Catholic  work- 
ing girls,  especially  those  who  have  just 
left  home.  I  haven't  got  a  fortune  but 
the  good  Lord  knows  who  has.  I'm 
going  to  pray  that  He  will  inspire 
someone  to  give  you  the  help  you 
need." 

She  smiled  farewell  as  she  went  on 
her  way,  bursting  with  good  intentions. 
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A  Father's  Prayer 


Build  me  a  son,  oh  Lord,  who  will  be  strong  enough  to  know  when  he  is 
weak  .  .  .  and  brave  enough  to  face  himself  when  he  is  afraid.  One  who  will  be 
proud  and  unbending  in  defeat  .  .  .  but  humble  and  gentle  in  victory  ...  a  son 
who  will  know  that  to  know  himself  ...  is  the  foundation  stone  of  all  true  know- 
ledge. Rear  him  ...  I  pray  .  .  .  not  in  the  paths  of  ease  and  comfort  .  .  .  but 
under  the  stress  and  spur  of  difficulties  and  challenges.  Here  let  him  learn  to 
stand  up  in  the  storm  .  .  .  here  let  him  learn  compassion  for  those  who  fail. 
Build  me  a  son  whose  heart  will  be  clean  .  .  .  whose  goal  will  be  high.  A  son 
who  will  master  himself  before  he  seeks  to  master  other  men.  One  who  will 
learn  to  laugh  ...  yet  never  forget  how  to  weep.  One  who  will  reach  into 
the  future  ...  yet  never  forget  the  past.  And  after  all  these  are  his  .  .  .  add 
...  I  pray  .  .  .  enough  of  a  sense  of  humour  so  that  he  may  always  be  serious 
...  yet  never  take  himself  too  seriously  ...  a  touch  of  humihty,  so  that  he  may 
always  remember  the  simplicity  of  true  greatness  .  .  .  the  open  mind  of  true 
wisdom  ...  the  meekness  of  true  strength.  Then  ...  I  ...  his  father  .  .  . 
will  dare  in  the  sacred  recesses  of  my  own  heart  ...  to  whisper  ...  "I  have 
not  lived  in  vain!" 

SUCCESSFUL  PEOPLE  THINK  WHEN  THEY  DON'T  HAVE  TO. 
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Nothing  to  it! 


You  can  hold  up  your  head 

IF 


I 


you^ve  subscribed  to  the 

^^FIELD  AT  HOME'' 
because  then  you^ve  helped  the  missions 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto  5,  Ontario 
Please  enter  (or  renew)  the  following  subscription(s)  for  the  "Field  at  Home." 
I  enclose  $  

Name  

Address  


Subscription  Rate  Name 
$1.00  a  year  Address 


The  Rosary 


Not  on  the  lute,  or  harp  of  many  strings 

Shall  all  men  praise  the  Master  of  all  song. 

Our  life  is  brief,  one  saith,  and  art  is  long; 
And  skilled  must  be  the  laureates  of  kings. 
Silent,  O  lips  that  utter  foolish  things! 

Rest,  awkward  fingers  striking  all  notes  wrong! 

How  from  your  toil  shall  issue,  white  and  strong. 
Music  like  that  God's  chosen  poet  sings? 

There  is  one  harp  that  any  hand  can  play. 

And  from  its  strings  what  harmonies  arise! 

There  is  one  song  that  any  mouth  can  say,— 
A  song  that  lingers  when  all  singing  dies. 

When  on  their  beads  our  Mother's  children  pray. 
Immortal  music  charms  the  grateful  skies. 


Joyce  Kilmer 


THROUGH  THE  EDITOR'S  LENS 


As  it  passes  the  gateway  to  October,  the  road  through  1957  is  drawing 
to  an  end.  But  ushered  in  by  such  spiritual  stalwarts  as  the  Canadian  Martyrs, 
its  entrance  guarded  by  the  great  St.  Michael,  all  its  days  presided  over  by  the 
most  gracious,  most  radiant  Queen  of  the  Holy  Rosary  assisted  by  the  Guardian 
Angels,  ornamented  along  its  way  by  such  exquisite  flowers  from  the  Garden  of 
God  as  the  Little  Flower,  St.  Teresa  of  Avila  and  St.  Margaret  Mary,  lightened 
and  brightened  by  the  gaiety  and  song  of  the  Little  Poor  Man  of  Assisi,  what 
wonder  that  October  decks  herself  in  brilliant  hues  and  flaunts  her  splendour 
for  the  world  to  see.  October,  so  close  to  the  end  of  the  year,  yet  so  right  for 
fresh  beginnings,  for 

"...  nature  is  never  spent; 
There  lives  the  dearest  freshness  deep  down  things." 

And  so  we  start  off  again.  Physically  refreshed  by  a  vacation,  spiritually 
renewed  by  a  retreat  sincerely  made,  we  return  to  classrooms  in  the  rural  school, 
to  the  desks  of  religious  correspondence  schools,  to  the  bedsides  of  patients 
in  our  small  hospitals,  to  the  thousand  and  one  daily  calls  on  the  social  worker 
at  port  or  in  residential  club,  to  the  business  of  community  administration  or  to 
the  details  of  housekeeping  which  can  absorb  so  much  loving  care.  And  as  we 
start 'anew,  at  this  end  which  is  also  a  beginning,  we  can  offer  our  hearts,  our 
souls,  our  relatives,  our  friends,  the  souls  with  whom  we  shall  work,  we  can  offer 
all  through  the  hands  of  the  Queen  of  October,  to  the  Heart  of  her  Divine  Son  in 
one  great  act  of  love 

"Because  the  Holy  Ghost  over  the  bent 
World  broods  with  warm  breast  and  with  ah!  bright  wings." 

A  GOOD  IDEA  CAN  NEVER  DROP  INTO  A  CLOSED  MIND. 


OCTOBER  1957 


PAGE  ONE 


Our  Holy  Father^s  recent  Encyclical  on  Africa,  Donum  Fidei,  is  significant 
not  only  for  every  missionary  but  for  every  Catholic.  For  that  reason  we  are 
happy  to  present,  in  its  entirety,  the  text  of  the  sermon  given  at  our  Novitiate 
on  August  15th  by  Very  Reverend  A.  J.  Ryan,  C.Ss.R.,  Provincial  Superior 
of  the  Toronto  Province  of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers.  We  trust  that  our  readers 
will  give  this  message  the  thoughtful  reading  which  it  deserves. 


SILVER  JUBILEE 


Sister  Ingrouville 


On  the  Feast  of  the  Assumption,  two 
Sisters,  Sister  Agnes  Dwyer  in  Toronto 
and  Sister  Winnifred  Ingrouville  in 
Regina,  celebrated  the  Silver  Jubilee  of 
their  Profession. 

Sister  Dwyer  has  been  teaching  in 
various  capacities  almost  all  of  her 
religious  life  to  date.  From  her  Profes- 
sion until  1948,  Sister  taught  in  rural 
schools  in  the  three  Prairie  Provinces 
and  in  the  religious  correspondence 
schools  in  Fargo  and  Regina.  In  1948 
Sister  Dwyer  was  elected  to  the  General 
Council  an  office  which  she  filled  until 
her  appointment  as  Novice  Mistress  in 
1954.  To  the  important  task  of  forming 
and  training  the  future  Sisters  of  Ser- 


vice, Sister  Dwyer  is  giving,  not  only 
the  fruit  of  her  experience,  but  the 
wholehearted  devotion  which  is  one  of 
her  fine  characteristics. 

Sister  Ingrouville  has  had  wide  ex- 
perience in  both  catechetical  and  social 
work  and  has  exercised  her  apostolate 
in  missions  as  far  east  as  Halifax,  and 
as  far  west  as  the  Cariboo  district  of 
British  Columbia.  Since  1948  Sister 
Ingrouville  has  been  stationed  at  our 
religious  correspondence  school  in 
Regina.  To  both  sisters  we  offer  our 
congratulations  and  the  prayerful  wish 
that  God  will  grant  them  many  more^ 
years  in  which  to  labour  for  the  souh 
whom  He  so  dearly  loves. 


SO  YOU  FELL  DOWN?  WELL,  AT  LEAST  IT 
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"With  this  ring  I  thee  wed."  No, 
this  is  not  going  to  be  an  account  of  a 
wedding  ceremony;  rather,  it  concerns 
a  Final  Profession.  As  the  priest  slips 
the  ring  over  the  finger  of  the  finally 
professed  sister  he  uses  far  different 
words  than  those  used  by  a  human 
bridegroom,  but,  to  the  young  sister. 
Our  Lord  seems  to  whisper  "With  this 
ring  I  thee  wed"  as  she  becomes 
His  Spouse  "until  death  do  us" — not 
part,  but  join  in  a  most  intimate  way 
for  all  eternity. 

But  wait,  maybe  I  should  begin  at 
the '  beginning.  In  reality  this  article 
speaks  of  two  beginnings  and  two  end- 
ings. The  one  beginning  is  immediate, 
it  marked  the  opening  on  August  sixth 
of  the  annual  retreat  which  was  given 
by  Reverend  C.  E.  McGuire,  S.J.  For 


eight  delightful,  grace-laden  days 
Father  led  us  through  the  Spiritual 
Exercises  of  St.  Ignatius.  From  all  the 
sisters  there  goes  a  hearty  "thank  you" 
to  Father  for  his  guidance  and  inspir- 
ation. 

On  the  evening  of  August  fourteenth, 
at  the  Novitiate,  Miss  Patricia  Cooper 
of  Owen  Sound  received  the  Holy 
Habit  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  a 
simple  ceremony  at  which  Reverend 
E.  J.  Dowling,  S.J.,  Chaplain  at  the 
Novitiate,  officiated,  assisted  by  Father 
McGuire. 

The  second  ending  came  on  the 
morning  of  August  fifteenth  and  this 
goes  back  to  a  remote  beginning.  For 
one  sister,  it  began  on  August  second, 
1949,  for  another,  on  September  tenth 
of  the  same  year  and  for  the  third,  on 


PROVES  YOU  WERE  ON  YOUR  FEET  AND  MOVING. 
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Sisters  Pelletier,  Ready,  and  Coffey— 
made  Perpetual  Vows. 


Sister  Cooper— the  new  novice. 
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January  twenty-first  of  the  following 
year.  On  those  various  dates,  three 
girls  entered  our  novitiate.  Looking 
back  over  the  road  they  have  so  far 
travelled,  they  see  many  milestones. 
There  was,  first.  Reception  of  the 
Habit,  then  First  Profession,  then  the 
thrill  which  always  comes  with  the 
appointment  to  one's  first  mission, 
whether  it  be  a  school,  club  or  hospital, 
and  now — back  to  the  Novitiate,  the 
beginning — to  pronounce  the  vows  of 
Poverty,  Chastity  and  Obedience  for 
life.  No  one  who  has  not  experienced 
it  can  ever  know  the  joy  of  this  day. 

Following  the  High  Mass  for  the 
beautiful  Feast  of  the  Assumption, 
celebrated  by  Father  Dowling,  Very 
Reverend  J.  A.  Ryan,  C.Ss.R.  presided 
at  the  Profession  Ceremony.  Perpetual 
Vows  were  made  by  Sister  Joan  Coffey, 
Toronto,  Sister  Adrienne  Pelletier, 
Woodstock,  N.B.  and  Sister  Margaret 
Ready,  Tignish,  P.E.I.  Sister  Rita 
Patenaude,  Toronto,  renewed  her  vows. 
Reverend  C.  E.  McGuire,  S.J.,  Rever- 
end F.  B.  Coffey,  C.Ss.R.,  uncle  of 
Sister  Coffey  and  Reverend  R.  Roberts, 
S.F.M.  were  present  for  the  ceremony. 

On  the  same  day  in  Edson,  Alberta, 
Sister  Kathleen  Allen,  North  Bay,  On- 
tario, renewed  her  vows,  following  the 
feast  day  Mass  offered  by  her  brother. 
Reverend  Richard  Allen  of  North  Bay. 

Sister  Joan  Coffey 


AS  SCARCE  AS  TROTH  IS,  THE  SUPPLY 
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THOUGHTS  ON  THE  ENCYCLICAL 
DONUM  FIDEI 

Very  Reverend  J.  A.  Ryan,  C.Ss.R. 


One  of  the  most  inspiring  docu- 
ments issued  by  our  present  Holy 
Father  is  his  EncycHcal  on  Africa  of 
Easter  Sunday  1957.  This  Encyclical, 
"Donum  Fidei" — the  Gift  of  Faith — 
is  of  particular  interest  and  inspiration 
to  all  of  us  who  have  been  blessed  with 
the  privilege  of  a  missionary  vocation. 
A  few  comments  on  it  may  then  be 
appropriate  for  the  ceremony  at  which 
we  are  assisting  this  morning. 

First  of  all,  our  Holy  Father,  in  the 
opening  paragraphs  of  his  Letter, 
stresses  the  privileges  and  obligations 
arising  out  of  the  gift  of  Faith  which 
we  have  received. 

"The  incomparable  riches  which 
God  deposits  in  our  souls  with  the 
gift  of  faith  are  the  motive  for  im- 
mense gratitude. 

The  faith,  in  fact,  introduces  us  to 
the  secret  mysteries  of  the  divine  life. 
In  it  are  founded  all  our  hopes,  and 
even  in  this  earthly  life  it  strengthens 
and  reinforces  the  bond  of  the  Chris- 
tian community,  as  the  Apostle  says: 
'One  Lord,  one  Faith,  one  Baptism' 
(Eph.  4-5).  It  is  the  gift  par  excellence 
which  places  on  our  lips  the  hymn  of 
gratitude  'What  shall  I  render  to  the 
Lord  for  all  the  things  that  He  hath 
rendered  to  me?'  (Ps.  115,  12). 


What  will  we  offer  to  the  Lord  in 
exchange  for  this  divine  gift  other  than 
the  homage  of  the  spirit,  if  not  our 
zeal  to  diffuse  among  men  the  splen- 
dour of  divine  truth? 

The  missionary  spirit,  animated  by 
the  fire  of  charity,  is  in  some  way  the 
first  answer  of  our  gratefulness  towards 
God,  in  communicating  to  our  brothers 
the  faith  which  we  have  received." 

Now  it  is  our  privilege  as  religious 
to  be  able  to  appreciate  more  pro- 
foundly than  others  "the  incomparable 
riches  which  God  deposits  in  our  souls 
with  the  gift  of  faith".  By  means  of 
reading,  study,  prayer  and  above  all 
the  grace  of  God  and  the  illumination 
of  the  Holy  Spirit  working  in  our  souls, 
we  are  able  to  roam  at  will  through  that 
house  of  blessing  of  which  faith  is  the 
door.  Through  the  experience  of  faith, 
we  become  keenly  and  intimately 
aware  that  to  know,  love  and  serve 
God  is  our  security  and  happiness  in 
this  life,  and  the  secure  hope  of  eternal 
happiness  to  follow. 

It  is  also  our  privilege,  as  belonging 
to  the  active  rather  than  the  con- 
templative religious  institutes  of  the 
Church,  to  be  more  conscious  than 
others  of  our  duty  to  communicate  to 
our  brothers  the  faith  which  we  have 


HAS  ALWAYS  BEEN  IN  EXCESS  OF  DEMAND. 
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received.  Perhaps  our  primary  work  is 
not  directly  for  those  who  have  not  as 
yet  received  the  gift  of  faith,  but  rather 
for  those  who  are  in  danger  of  losing  it. 
Even  so,  our  zeal  must  spring  from  the 
same  fundamental  motive  that  the  Holy 
Father  has  underlined  in  his  letter: — 
"The  missionary  spirit,  animated  by 
the  fire  of  charity,  is  in  some  measure 
the  first  answer  of  our  gratefulness  to- 
wards God." 

There  is  then  no  better  subject  on 
which  we  can  meditate,  both  for  the 
perfecting  of  our  religious  life  and  the 
animation  of  our  zeal,  than  the  gift  of 
faith  and  "the  incomparable  riches  that 
God  deposits  in  our  souls"  along  with 
it. 

Another  comment  I  should  like  to 
make  on  the  Encylical  of  our  Holy 
Father  is  this.  In  this  Encylical  the 
Vicar  of  Christ  cuts  across  or  rather 
cuts  through  the  controversies  that 
have  arisen  over  the  meaning  of  "mis- 
sion" and  "missionary".  As  you  know 
there  is  one  opinion  that  would  restrict 
the  application  of  these  words,  in  their 
legal  or  technical  meaning,  to  apostolic 
work  and  workers  in  lands  still  under 
the  jurisdiction  of  the  Sacred  Congre- 
gation De  Propaganda  Fide.  There  are 
other  opinions,  not  quite  so  restrictive, 
but  which  would  limit  the  words 
"mission"  and  "missionary"  only  to 
certain  phases  of  the  apostolate  of  the 
Church. 

But  the  Vicar  of  Christ  declares,  by 
inference  at  least,  that  the  Church  itself 
is  missionary  of  its  very  nature.  One, 
Holy,  Catholic,  Apostolic,  Missionary 
— that  is  the  Church.  Every  Catholic 
then,  in  as  much  as  he  shares  the  mis- 
sion of  the  Church  is — or  should  be 
— a  missionary. 

The  Church  is  missionary  by  the 


very  fact  that  she  has  been  given  a 
mission.  The  Church  has  been  'sent' 
by  the  Holy  Spirit,  for  that  is  the 
meaning  of  mission.  And  what  is  this 
mission  of  the  Church?  The  mission  of 
the  Church  was  clearly  and  unmis- 
takably stated  by  our  Divine  Lord  to 
his  apostles  and  disciples  before  his 
Ascension  into  heaven,  as  well  as  in 
dozens  of  less  climactic  expressions 
and  parables  during  his  life  on  earth 
prior  to  his  Crucifixion.  "Go  ye  into 
the  whole  world  and  preach  the  gospel 
to  every  creature.  He  that  believeth  and 
is  baptized  shall  be  saved.  He  that  be- 
lieveth not  shall  be  condemned."  (Mark 
16/15-16).  The  mission  of  the  Church 
is  nothing  other  than  to  communicate 
to  every  human  creature  that  shall  be 
born  before  the  end  of  time  the  divine 
gift  of  the  true  faith  of  Jesus  Christ, 
and  the  hope  in  and  love  of  Jesus 
Christ  which  are  founded  on  that  faith. 
Every  Catholic  is  a  missionary  in  the 
sense  that  it  is  part  and  parcel  of  his 
vocation  as  a  Catholic  to  participate  in 
the  mission  of  the  Church.  No  one  in 
fact  can  be  a  Catholic  in  more  than 
name  who  does  not,  in  some  way,  to 
some  degree,  take  upon  himself  that 
obligation  of  his  vocation. 

It  would  be  a  false  interpretation 
of  the  message  of  the  Holy  Father  on 
Africa  to  infer  that  the  missionary 
spirit  has  to  do  only  with  those  pagan 
souls  who  have  not  as  yet  received  the 
gift  of  faith.  Granted  perhaps  that  the 
most  typical  exercise  of  the  missionary 
spirit  lies  in  this  field  of  the  apostolate. 
But  it  is  no  less  an  authentic  missionary 
activity  of  the  Church  and  of  her 
representatives,  whether  they  be  priests, 
brothers,  sisters  or  layfolk,  to  restore 
it  to  those  who  have  lost  it.  Our  Divine 

(Continued  on  page  32) 
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ODE  TO  NEWFOUNDLAND 


Yesterday  afternoon  I  stood  at  the 
window  of  our  St.  John's  Club  and 
watched  the  fog  blow  up  Garrison 
Hill.  I  had  been  a  month  in  Newfound- 
land and  this  was  my  first  experience 
of  fog.  Whimsically,  I  found  myself 
wishing  that,  like  Brigadoon,  St.  John's 
might  be  enveloped  completely  so  that 
all  of  me  might  remain  with  the  large 
part  of  my  heart  which  I  was  going  to 
leave  behind.  As  suddenly  as  it  began, 
the  fog  lifted.  The  lines  of  the  Basilica 
at  the  top  of  the  hill,  which  had  become 
soft  and  indistinct,  were  sharp  and 
clear  again;  the  veil,  which  had  hung 
between  us  and  the  Narrows,  disap- 
peared. My  departure,  it  seemed, 
would  not  be  delayed  by  the  weather. 

And  now,  from  my  seat  by  a  win- 
dow in  the  TCA  North  Star,  I  look 
down  on  the  Newfoundland  I  have 
grown  to  love.  This  morning,  Pente- 
cost, there  was  the  inspiringly  impres- 
sive Pontifical  Mass  at  the  Basilica, 
then  a  visit  to  Belvedere  Cemetery  to 
pray  at  Sister  Church's  grave,  then — 
au  revoir.  My  reluctance  to  leave  was 
not  something  vague,  ill-defined.  It  was 
just  like  a  full-blown  case  of  home- 
sickness. But  how  can  one  be  home- 
sick for  a  place  one  has  never  seen 
until  a  short  month  ago?  How  can  one 
be  homesick  for  people  who  are,  or 
should  be,  comparative  strangers?  How 
explain  the  extraordinary  way  in  which 
Newfoundland  gets  itself  inextricably 
bound  up  in  one's  heartstrings? 

We  are  flying  high  now,  there  is 
nothing  to  see  through  my  window 
but  clouds.  I  settle  back  to  a  search  for 
answers  to  the  questions  which  intrigue 
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Sister  E.  Zink 

me.  My  search  is  neither  scholarly  nor 
profound,  but  quite  personal  and  the 
memories  it  evokes  do  nothing  to  ease 
the  sense  of  loss  with  which  I  got  up 
this  morning  and  which  has  been  with 
me  all  day. 

Up  and  down,  back  and  forth,  over 
the  length  and  breadth  of  a  large  part 
of  Newfoundland  I  travelled,  with  one 
or  other  of  the  sisters  from  our  house 
in  St.  John's,  showing  slides  of  our 
work  to  groups  in  schools  and  parishes. 
Quietly  the  names,  the  places,  the 
friends  we  made  file  out  from  the 
treasure  house  of  memory.  As  I  slowly 
retrace  the  steps  of  our  journey ings  1 
begin  to  understand  the  spell  of  New- 
foundland. 

The  spell  is  not  cast  by  scenic 
beauty,  though  of  that  there  is  a  great 
deal.  Whether  smiling,  frozen  or  wind- 
swept, there  is  awesome  splendour  in 
the  rugged  grandeur  of  the  West  Coast 
and  in  the  age-old  enchantment  of  the 
"snug  green  coves"  of  the  East.  There 
is  an  impression  of  dignified  reserve  in 
St.  John's  while  the  belching  smoke- 
stacks of  Corner  Brook  bespeak  the 
bustle  of  industry.  All  these  externals 
are  interesting,  eye-catching,  but  they 
do  not  explain  the  heart-warming  fas- 
cination of  this  sea-girt  Island. 

The  key  to  my  search  lies  in  the 
character  of  Newfoundland's  people, 
a  character  which  is  rooted  deep  in  the 
principles  and  traditions  of  the  Faith. 
Newfoundlanders  have  a  true  sense  of 
values,  founded  on  Eternal  Truth, 
which  enables  them  to  regard  all  that 
is  passing  with  the  delightful  sense  of 
humour  so  characteristic  of  them;  a 

ONE  OF  LIFE'S  MYSTERIES  IS  WHY  WE 
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sense  of  values  which  gives  them  time 
to  live  and  to  give  themselves  —  to 
others.  How  they  welcome  and  help  a 
stranger!  When  I  think  of  the  welcome 
given  us  everywhere  by  those  wonder- 
ful Sisters,  Presentation  Nuns  and  Sis- 
ters of  Mercy;  when  I  remember  the 
priests  who  spared  no  effort  to  accom- 
modate us,  who  did  so  much  to  make 
our  journeyings  pleasant  and  fruitful; 
when  I  recall  the  genuine  interest  in 
our  efforts  which  was  shown  by  all, 
priests,  sisters  and  layfolk,  I  know  I 
would  be  strange  indeed  were  I  not 
reluctant  to  leave  a  place  where  so 
much  kindness  has  been  showered 
upon  me. 


Now,  with  the  lights  of  Montreal 
twinkling  below  us,  it  is  time  to  come 
back  to  reality.  With  deep  sincerity  I 
express  my  gratitude  to  His  Grace 
Archbishop  Skinner  of  St.  John's,  to 
their  Excellencies,  Bishop  O'Reilly  ot 
St.  George's  and  Bishop  O'Neill  ot 
Harbour  Grace  for  their  interest  and 
encouragement.  To  the  priests,  sisters 
and  people  I  offer  my  heartfelt  grati- 
tude. I  would  like  to  assure  them  that 
always  and  always,  this  prayer  I'll  raise 
to  heaven  above, 

"God  guard  thee,  God  guard  thee, 
God  guard  thee,  Newfoundland." 


i  \ 
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SOUTH 

of  the  Border 


There  was  no  doubt  in  any  of  our 
minds  as  to  the  beauty  of  our  S.O.S. 
home  in  Fargo,  nor  did  we  wish  to  mar 
its  beauty,  in  any  way,  by  remodeUing. 
So,  the  problem  was  to  find  a  location 
which  would  be  adaptable  to  our  needs 
thus  making  it  possible  to  carry  on  our 
work  more  efficiently  and  effectively. 

The  search  began.  We  visited  Homes 
for  Sale  day  after  day  without  success. 
There  seemed  to  be  nothing  that 
would  meet  our  requirements.  We  had 
just  about  given  St.  Anthony  up  in  the 
belief  that  he  had  deserted  us,  when  we 
came  upon  a  house  that  we  thought 
would  be  ideal  with  a  little  remodelling. 
After  much  negotiating  by  our  good 
chaplain.  Reverend  Father  Walsh,  and 
through  the  kindness  of  our  Most  Rev- 
erend Bishop  Dworschak,  the  house 
and  property  were  purchased  and  our 
moving  date  was  set  for  May  1 . 

Now  the  fun  really  began.  Some  of 
our  friends  saved  their  packing  cases 
for  us  and,  before  long,  they  filled  our 
basement.  Little  by  little,  to  the  aston- 
ishment of  the  school  girls  and  other 
groups  who  gave  us  much  valuable 


help,  the  boxes  were  filled  and  the 
living  room  took  on  the  appearance  of 
a  warehouse.  Then  our  own  house  was 
sold  and  we  decided  to  move  as  soon 
as  possible,  despite  the  plaster  and 
paint  which  would  meet  us  at  every 
turn  in  the  new  house. 

Moving  day  was  well  planned 
with  two  of  us  at  our  new  house  to 
direct  traffic  and  two  at  7th.  Avenue 
to  help  with  the  last  bit  of  packing.  By 
seven  that  evening,  operation  transfer 
was  over  but  we  were  ready  to  sleep 
anywhere  and  to  eat  anything  in  sight. 
Our  Community  Room  was  ready  for 
occupancy  as  we  had  been  coming  over 
with  mops,  pails  and  scrub  brushes  for 
some  days  before  moving.  The  chapel, 
though,  was  still  under  construction, 
so  we  did  not  have  our  Special  Guest 
with  us  for  a  few  weeks. 

We  are  deeply  grateful  to  the  many 
friends  whose  help  was  available  when- 
ever and  however  required.  A  very 
necessary  additional  room  was  built 
on  by  a  generous  benefactor  who 
donated  both  material  and  labour.  The 
compact  and  well-set-up  sacristy  was 


AN  EGOTIST  IS  ONE  WHO  IS  ALWAYS  ME-DEEP  IN  CONVERSATION. 
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New  S.O.S.  Convent  in  Fargo,  N.  Dakota 


the  gift  of  Monsignor  Arrell  who  has 
always  been  a  generous  friend  to  us. 
May  God  bless  the  great-hearted 
people  of  Fargo  for  all  they  have  done 


for  us.  May  He  help  us  to  make  our 
new  convent  a  home  after  His  Own 
Heart. 

Sister  M.  Harding 


IN  JOURNEYINGS  OFTEN 


Like  St.  Paul,  the  S.O.S.  catechist, 
in  journeyings  often,  spends  her  sum- 
mers in  the  company  of  Christ's  little 
ones.  From  the  spring  planting  in  May 
to  the  golden  harvesting  of  August,  she 
can  be  seen  and  heard  in  the  highways 
and  byways  of  our  country  districts.  In 
North  Dakota  the  closing  of  school 
during  the  third  week  of  May  is  a 
signal  for  the  final  preparation  of  our 
catechists.  With  the  last  day  of  prepar- 
ing come  the  first  groanings  of  an 
always  overburdened  suitcase  which 
will  groan  innumberable  times  during 
future  weeks. 

And  now  in  retrospect  one  tries  to 
recapture  the  thrill  of  each  first  day 


as  still  another  vacation  school  opens 
up  new  opportunities.  The  now  accept- 
ed "Hi,  Sister"  greets  us  as  we  begin 
the  daily  round  of  prayer,  work  and 
play.  The  morning  offering  gets  us  all 
off  to  a  good  start  without  a  minute  to 
be  wasted.  The  week  or  two  allotted 
to  each  mission  is  all  too  short.  Daily 
Mass  and  Holy  Communion  put  us  in 
contact  with  our  Divine  Friend. 
Though  there  is  much  of  sameness  to 
the  familiar  routine,  each  child  gives 
proof  of  its  own  personality.  God  is 
mighty  in  His  works  but  more  wonder- 
ful in  the  creation  of  each  individual 
soul;  some  shy,  some  bold,  some 
placid,  some  energetic,  with  all  the 


COURAGE  IS  HANGING  ON-^UST  ONE  MINUTE  LONGER. 
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"Quit  wastin' 
your  time  Buddy". 
Heavy  concentra- 
tion at  church- 
pew  desks. 


in-between  shades  of  personality  traits. 
Vacation  school  brings  us  altogether 
in  the  common  bond  of  fraternal  char- 
ity; nowhere  is  there  more  evidence  of 
brotherly  love. 

Sitting  by  the  lake,  (yes,  even  Sisters 
have  vacations)  I  muse  over  the  past 
eleven  weeks — just  a  few  days  short 
of  three  months.  Many  incidents  pop 
up  as  memory  jogs  along,  incidents 
which  recall  the  earnestness,  the  dih- 
gent  labour,  the  teasings,  the  fun,  the 
spontaneous  laughter,  free  of  any  mal- 
ice, which  greets  the  wild  answer. 

How  it  warms  the  heart  to  hear  in 
the  distance,  "Sister,  Sister!",  to  stop 
and  to  wait  for  fast-pedalling  feet,  then 
to  hear  in  a  panting  chorus,  "Hi,  Sister, 
gee,  we're  glad  you're  back!"  What 
encouraging  words  to  remember  when 
the  days  become  hot  and  humid  and 
the  weeks  seem  to  stretch  endlessly. 
So  we  take  heart  and  begin  again  on 
the  everlasting  truths  and  the  well- 
loved  life  of  Jesus. 

Now  memory  wanders  into  another 
mission  church  and  I  think  of  Jimmy, 
all  of  six  years,  eagerly  preparing  for 


First  Holy  Communion,  counting  off 
the  days  with  pleading  inquiries:  "Will 
it  be  tomorrow,  Sister?  Couldn't  I  re- 
ceive Jesus  with  the  others  tomorrow?" 

"Not  yet,  Jimmy,  but  very  soon. 
There  is  still  much  to  learn  and  to  do 
before  a  loving  welcome  is  ready  for 
Him  in  your  heart." 

Indeed,  they  were  all  intrigued  by 
the  sudden  realization  of  being  taber- 
nacles, little  walking  churches,  through 
the  beautiful  gift  of  sanctifying  grace. 
So  the  preparation  continued  and  Jim- 
my's anxiety  became  so  persistent  that 
I  dubbed  him  my  Little  Imelda,  the 
patroness  of  First  Communicants  be- 
cause of  her  own  tremendous  desires. 
At  last  the  great  day  came.  Jimmy  went 
to  receive  his  Lord  and  returned  with 
such  great  reverence  and  joy,  eyes  so 
modestly  cast  down  that  I  trembled  for 
his  safety  in  negotiating  the  three  altar 
steps.  A  quiet  sigh  of  relief  escaped 
me  as  Jimmy  sedately  entered  his  pew. 
I  wonder  what  passed  between  Jesus 
and  His  devoted  host.  Later  Jimmy 
told  me  that  he  got  everyone  blessed. 

The  daily  rosary  comes  in  for  its 


TRAVELLING  FASTER  THAN  SOUND  WILL  AT  LEAST 
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share  of  laughable,  lovable  incidents. 
How  tenderly  amused  Mary  must  be 
as  she  sees  her  very  littlest  striving 
with  infinite  care  to  move  precisely 
from  bead  to  bead  of  what  seems  like 
a  lengthily  intricate  puzzle.  Repetition 
being  the  mother  of  learning,  the  con- 
stant Hail  Marys  with  each  child  taking 
his  turn,  inevitably  lead  to  the  know- 
ledge of  essential  prayers.  As  each 
new  picture  of  the  mysteries  is  shown 
and  talked  over,  the  little  minds  grad- 
ually absorb  the  meaning  and  the  spirit 
of  the  rosary.  One  particularly  sultry 
day  as  we  reached  the  last  decade,  our 
never-to-be-downed  Jimmy,  looking  up 
with  patient  endurance,  sighed,  "Just 
one  more  bunch.  Sister?",  thus  expres- 
sing graphically  the  feelings  of  all. 

This  past  summer  the  seniors  were 
confirmed.  Teenagers,  God  bless  them, 
are  full  of  fun,  life  and  troubles.  The 
era  into  which  they  are  stepping,  calls 
for  a  spiritual  maturity  that  is  difficult, 
though  not  impossible,  of  achievement. 
In  their  rural  surroundings,  very  few 
opportunities  for  religious  instruction 
or  Catholic  contacts  are  available. 
Hence  the  importance  of  their  religion 
classes  for  which  the  tremendously 
powerful  graces  of  the  Holy  Spirit  are 
so  necessary.  So  with  the  daily  Come 
Holy  Spirit  we  strive  to  explain  and  to 
answer  the  problems  that  come  up  in 
the  young  people's  efforts  at  Catholic 
thinking.  Preparing  is  not  the  learning 
of  a  few  answers  to  the  Bishop's  ques- 
tions, but  an  all-out  effort  to  bring 
home  the  realization  that,  as  members 
of  the  Mystical  Body  of  Christ,  they 
are  to  be  living  witnesses  to  Christ; 
ready,  like  the  Apostles  after  Pente- 
cost, to  meet  the  challenge  of  true 
Catholic  living.  Apparently,  the  point 
struck  home.  Jerry,  noted  for  lack  of 


serious  application,  inquired  after  Con- 
firmation: "Now,  Sister,  that  we  are 
Catholic  men  and  women,  just  what 
are  the  plans  for  a  high  school  religion 
class  this  Fall?" 

That  floored  me  and  peals  of  good- 
humoured  laughter  rang  out  from  his 
classmates. 

And  so  once  more  we  return  to  our 
desks.  Incredible  as  it  seems  the  sum- 
mer is  over;  the  work  appointed  is 
finished  and,  for  the  correspondence 
school,  a  new  year  begins.  With  a 
twinge  of  sadness,  for  a  missionary 
loves  the  personal  contact  with  souls, 
we  return  to  the  quiet  regularity  of 
our  convent  life  so  much  like  that  of 
Jesus  of  Nazareth.  Christ  Himself 
spent  only  three  of  His  thirty-three 
years  in  personal  contact  with  souls. 
We  leave  to  Him  the  gathering  of  the 
harvest  of  our  paper-work  apostolate. 
God  bless  our  little  ones  and  their 
parents  for  the  kindness  and  generosity 
shown  to  all  our  S.O.S.  catechists. 
May  they  pray  for  us  as  we  do  for 
them. 

Sister  Margaret  Murphy 


Sister  Murphy  with  a  group  of  her 
pupils  in  N.  Dakota. 


ELIMINATE  THE  VOICE  FROM  THE  BACK  SEAT. 
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The  Littel  Flower. 


.  .  .  This  creature  is  also  destined  to 
receive  the  most  dazzUng  of  the  gifts 
of  Heaven:  divine  love.  From  her 
tenderest  childhood,  Therese  feels  her- 
self possessed  by  Him,  given  over  to 
all  His  demands,  incapable  of  refusing 
Him  anything.  Little  by  little,  the  re- 
nouncements He  expects  from  her  are 
made  clear.  No  sacrifice  will  be  denied 
Him;  like  an  ardent  flame  God  will 
consume  her  entirely,  even  to  the  ex- 
treme agony  which  will  take  place  in 
pure  faith,  with  all  consolation  gone. 
But  St.  Therese  knows  she  is  presenting 
an  expiatory  offering  for  the  sins  of 
the  world,  that  she  is  continuing  in  her 
lacerated  flesh  and  heart  the  mystery  of 
the  Cross.  Does  she  not  call  herself 
Therese  of  the  Child  Jesus  and  of  the 
Holy  Face?  The  royal  mantle  that 
Christ  puts  on  His  chosen  one  is  the 
purple  mantle  of  His  redemptive  Pas- 
sion. For  Therese  knows  that  she  is 
thus  conquering  souls  and  that  one 
day  her  "immense  desires"  will  be 
fulfilled  superabundantly.  "O  my  God! 


Patroness 
of  the 
Missions 


Pope  Pius  XII 


Blessed  Trinity,"  she  cries,  'T  desire  to 
love  You  and  make  You  loved,  to  work 
for  the  glorification  of  Holy  Church,  by 
saving  souls."  On  an  equal  footing 
with  St.  Francis  Xavier,  she  will  be- 
come the  Patroness  of  Catholic  Mis- 
sions. And  the  homage  that  Christian 
people  still  give  her  on  this  day  testifies 
to  the  universal  fruitfulness  of  her 
sacrifice. 

O  Saint  Therese  of  the  Child  Jesus, 
model  of  humility,  of  confidence  and 
of  love,  from  the  heights  of  Heaven 
shower  on  men  those  roses  that  you 
carry  in  your  arms:  the  rose  of  humility 
that  they  may  put  down  their  pride  and 
accept  the  yoke  of  the  Gospel;  the 
rose  of  confidence  that  they  may  aban- 
don themselves  to  God's  will  and  find 
their  rest  in  His  mercy;  the  rose  of  love 
that,  opening  themselves  without  limit 
to  grace,  they  may  attain  the  one  end 
for  which  God  created  them  in  His  own 
image:  to  love  Him  and  to  make  Him 
loved. 


SELF-CONFIDENCE  ...  A  HUMAN  TAKING  LESSONS  ON  A  HARP. 
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Side  Verandah— Edmonton  Club. 


INTRODUCING  105th  STREET 

Tall  girls,  small  girls,  dark  girls,  fair  girls,  jolly  girls,  solemn  girls,  they're 
what  S.O.S.  Residential  Clubs  are  made  of.  Home  away  from  home  is  what 
the  Clubs  spell  to  many,  many  young  lasses  from  St.  John's,  Newfoundland  to 
Vancouver.  Whether  their  home  is  in  Europe  or  in  the  rural  parts  of  our  own 
country,  they  are  strangers  in  the  city  to  whom  the  residential  club  is  a  haven 
where  security,  comfort  and  friendliness,  among  companions  of  their  own  age 
and  faith,  are  found.  Unlike  some  of  the  eastern  clubs,  the  residents  of  9919- 
105th.  Street  in  Edmonton  are  mostly  Canadian  girls.  They  have  come  to 
Edmonton  to  work  or  to  study  from  homes  in  the  rural  areas  of  Alberta.  Many 
of  them  have  never  before  had  the  opportunity  for  daily  or  even  weekly  Mass, 
many  have  had  but  little  instruction  in  the  truths  of  our  holy  Faith.  To  these 
girls  the  club  offers  abundant  opportunities  to  develop  their  inherent  qualities 
of  militant  Catholic  leadership — that  enlightened,  lay  leadership  which  is  so 
vital  a  need  in  our  day.  The  following  picture  story  offers  a  glimpse  into  the  daily 
life  of  the  sisters  and  girls  at  9919. 

A  Picture  Story  .  .  . 

A  CHIP  ON  THE  SHOULDER  INDICATES  THAT  THERE  IS  WOOD  HIGHER  UP. 
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Sister  Schmeltzer  interviews  new 
^     resident,  Carol  Pfoh. 


Carol  soon  feels  at  home.  In  cheer- 
ful dining  room  she  meets  many 
new  friends. 


Carol  discovers  that  she  will  share  an 
attractive  room  with  Anne  Pascher 
shown  here  getting  ready  for  a  date. 


At  Benediction  in  the  beautiful 
chapel,  Carol,  (foreground)  confides 
in  her  Divine  Saviour. 


Sister  Moriarity  finds  the  kitchen  a 
place  for  confidences  also. 


Carol  plays  for  the  after-dinner 
jam-session  while  Sister  Schmeltzer 
and  girls  look  on. 


Above,  Study  Club— (this  year,  "Of  Sacraments  and  Sacrifice"  by  Father 
Howell,  S.J.),  and  below,  leathercraft  are  among  Sister  Anstett's  busiest  and 
most  rewarding  duties. 


God  Bless  Mummy  and  Daddy 


REPORT  FROM  NELSON 


We  know  that  He  who  said,  "Let 
the  little  children  come  to  Me  and 
forbid  them  not  ..."  will  not  refuse 
their  requests. 

This  was  the  spirit  of  the  summer 
schools  held  in  the  Redemptorist 
Fathers'  missions  attached  to  the  Fair- 
view  parish  in  Nelson,  B.C.  The  chil- 
dren were  given  the  opportunity  to  live 
in  direct  contact  with  their  Divine 
Master  for  a  week.  He  was  present  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament;  He  offered  His 
Sacrifice,  to  which  we  all  united  ours, 
each  morning;  He  blessed  us  each 
afternoon  before  leaving  for  home;  at 
rosary  time  each  day.  His  Blessed 


Mother  was  requested  to  "pray  for  us 
now  and  at  the  hour  of  our  death". 

Anyone  who  has  ever  taught  cat- 
echism knows  how  little  the  teacher 
really  does  except  to  be  a  tool  with 
which  God  works.  God's  ways  are  in- 
explicable. While  one  child  from  a 
good  home  plays  "hookey",  another 
brings  a  note  such  as  this:  "Bobby 
wants  to  go  to  meeting.  His  mother 
and  father  used  to  be  Catholic."  An- 
other wants  to  know  if  she  will  be 
home  on  time  after  First  Communion 
on  Sunday  in  order  to  go  to  the  Pente- 
costal Sunday  school!  Another  family 
uses  two  cars  to  collect  twenty  children 


YOU  WILL  NOT  STUMBLE  WHILE  YOU  ARE  ON  YOUR  KNEES. 
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''Jubilee  Hymns"  to  accordion 
accompaniment. 


from  around  the  mountainside  to  bring 
them  in  a  few  miles  to  religious  vaca- 
tion school.  None  of  these  children 
could  have  come  had  they  not  had  the 
transportation. 

We  spent  one  week  in  each  of  five 
missions,  Kasloo,  Riondel,  South  Slo- 
can,  Salmo  and  Procter.  The  days  sped 
quickly  by  as  we  taught  the  wonderful 
truths  of  our  religion  to  attentive 
classes;  played  ball  with  sports-con- 
scious youngsters  at  recess;  taught 
hymns  to  music-loving  children,  our 
only  accompaniment  on  one  occasion 
was  an  accordian;  visited  homes;  pre- 
pared for  several  baptisms;  told  fascin- 
ating stories  from  the  life  of  Our  Lord; 


attended  picnics  where  our  little  ones 
enjoyed  all  the  good  things  that  chil- 
dren dream  of;  dispelled  the  mysteries 
of  the  confessional  for  those  preparing 
for  their  first  confession.  Once,  after 
innumerable  practices  of  "Bless  me, 
Father,"  Michael  asked: 

"Sister,  is  this  the  time  we  tell 
our  sins?" 

"Yes,  Michael." 

"O  good,  I've  got  two!" 

Finally  that  great  moment  arrived 
when  they  walked  up  the  aisle  to 
receive  their  Best  Friend  for  the  first 
time.  One  day  we  heard  a  whisper: 
"Sister,  when  do  I  say:  'O  Jesus,  I  love 
You  with  all  my  heart'?"  How  God 
must  love  them! 

Others  whom  God  must  love  are 
those  who  do  as  our  friend  Mr.  John 
McDonnell  did.  We  met  him  on  our 
first  day  of  teaching.  He  was  a  patient 
in  the  home  for  the  aged.  He  was  well 
known  for  the  time  he  spent  in  the 
chapel  each  day.  We  asked  his  prayers 
for  our  pupils  for  the  month  and  he 
promised.  He  went  to  heaven  on  our 
last  day  of  teaching.  Now  that  summer 
school  is  over,  we  hope  that  many  will 
join  with  him  and  us  in  asking  Al- 
mighty God  to  keep  our  young  people 
from  falling  prey  to  the  many  dangers 
surrounding  them — dangers  not  re- 
cognized by  them  as  such. 

Sister  M.  Phillips 


Never  Give  Up 

In  the  dark  of  night,  two  frogs  fell  into  a  jug  of  whipping  cream.  Both 
were  frightened  and  one  gave  up  immediately.  The  other  thought  that  he  could 
paddle  his  way  out.  At  dawn,  there  was  but  one  frog  left.  He  was  sitting  on  a 
ball  of  butter! 
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Sister  C.  Albury 


Over  thirty  years  ago,  when  I  first 
learned  of  the  various  missionary 
works  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  it  was 
the  vision  of  instructing  little  ones  by 
correspondence  that  was  one  of  the 
prime  factors  in  directing  my  steps  to 
our  Novitiate  at  60  Glen  Road,  Toron- 
to. As  so  often  happens,  the  Lord's 
plans  were  somewhat  different  from 
mine.  I  yearned  to  teach  children  in 
the  West.  He  said,  "No,  I  want  you  in 
the  East."  Year  after  year  when  the 
appointments  were  posted,  I  would 
scan  the  list  hopefully  to  see  if  my 
name  were  opposite  one  of  our  corres- 
pondence houses.  When  at  last  I  had 
accepted  the  idea  that  my  religious  life 
was  to  be  spent  east  of  Winnipeg  the 
unexpected  happened.  I  found  myself 
slated  for  Regina. 

?????? 

For  the  first  few  months  I  was  little 
more  than  an  animated  question  mark. 
The  house  was  new,  the  work  was  new 
(although  most  appealing),  the  city  was 
new,  the  Sisters  were  new.  It  seemed 
to  me  that  most  of  my  time  was  spent 
in  asking  and  being  told.  I  wished  I 
could  be  a  sort  of  human  sponge  to 
absorb  information  as  easily  as  a 


sponge  does  water.  But  I  had  to  be 
satisfied  to  learn  little  by  little  — 
slowly,  but  I  hope,  surely. 

A  Day  at  the  Desk 

"Dear  Sisters:  I  am  10  years  old  and 
in  Grade  V.  Please  send  me  lessons  by 
course-pound-ants.  I  did  my  First 
Communim."  (This  in  a  printed  scrawl 
that  in  my  school  days  would  have 
been  considered  poor  for  a  child  in 
Grade  III).  Holding  the  critical  faculty 
firmly  in  check,  I  remind  myself  sternly 
that  we  are  not  here  to  teach  spelling 
or  composition,  but  the  much  more  im- 
portant knowledge  of  God  and  heaven- 
ly truths.  Then,  with  a  fervent  ejacula- 
tion to  the  Holy  Spirit  asking  that  this 
newest  pupil  may,  through  us,  be 
drawn  closer  to  the  Heart  of  Christ, 
I  write  a  letter  to  Louise  telling  her 
how  happy  we  are  to  welcome  her  to 
our  Correspondence  School. 

The  day's  work  continues,  every  Sis- 
ter concentrating  on  getting  as  many 
lessons  corrected  well  and  quickly  as 
possible.  The  silence  so  necessary  to 
efficient  work  is  occasionally  broken 
when  someone  receives  an  amusing 
answer.  "Listen  to  this",  says  Sister  B. 
"There  was  a  big  storm  on  the  lake. 


AVERAGE  PERSON  IS— FIVE  MINUTES  MORE. 
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Jesus  stood  up  and  said  to  the  waves: 
'Please  be  still.'  "  A  little  later  Sister 
A.  tells  us:  "Here's  a  new  version  of 
original  sin.  'Eve  ate  the  apple  and 
Adam  ate  the  core.' "  One  bright 
youngster  informed  us  that  the  reason 
for  the  particular  judgment  is  that 
"God  does  not  want  people  flying 
around  in  the  air  with  nowhere  to  go 
until  the  Last  Judgment." 

"Great  Oaks  From  Little  Acorns" 

In  the  summer  of  1934  I  prepared 
a  seven-year-old  girl  for  First  Com- 
munion. She  was  the  most  attentive 
in  the  class,  even  lingering  behind  at 
recess  to  look  at  religious  pictures. 
Through  the  years  we  kept  up  a 
desultory  correspondence.  I  learned 
that  she  had  become  a  nurse,  married 
and  had  four  children.  A  few  weeks 
after  arriving  in  Regina,  a  name  on 
one  of  our  lessons  struck  a  familiar 
chord.  On  enquiry,  I  found  that  our 
little  pupil  was  the  son  of  my  first 
communicant  of  twenty-three  years 
ago.  I  wrote  to  his  mother  and  was 
delighted  to  hear  that,  with  the  consent 
of  the  pastor,  she  was  conducting  a 
religion  class  for  the  children  in  her 
rural  district.  These  children  had  no 
regular  religious  instruction  and  this 
zealous  Catholic  mother,  grateful  for 
the  instruction  received  in  the  S.O.S. 
vacation  school  in  1934,  wanted  to  do 
something  to  help  the  many  little  ones 
who  lacked  the  opportunity  that  had 
been  hers.  A  gratifying  instance  of 


Sisters  Hurley  and  Albury  with 
season's  first  lessons. 


seed  falling  on  good  ground  and  bring- 
ing forth  fruit  a  hundred-fold! 

Mail-Box  Season  Re-opens 

And  now,  after  six  weeks  of  strenu- 
ous activity  in  various  rural  sectors, 
we  are  back  to  desk  work  for  the  year 
beginning  September  1957.  Files  are 
checked,  lessons  on  the  shelves,  and 
everyone  ready  to  do  what  can  be  done 
by  correspondence  to  bring  the  truths 
of  Faith  and  the  knowledge  of  God's 
Love  into  thousands  of  homes  situated 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic  School. 
Some  one  has  said  that  if  St.  Paul  were 
ahve  today  he  would  be  wielding  a  pen. 
May  he  assist  us  in  our  apostolate  of 
the  written  and  printed  word. 


It  is  possible  to  have  the  faith,  and  to  do  nothing  about  it.  It  is  far 
commoner  to  have  the  faith  and  do  next  to  nothing  about  it. 

Msgr.  Ronald  Knox 


A  WOMAN— SOMEONE  WHO  AUTOMATICALLY  REACHES 
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THE  TRYST 


Potato  was  deep  in  the  dark  underground. 

Tomato  above  in  the  light; 
The  little  Tomato  was  ruddy  and  round. 

The  little  Potato  was  white. 
And  redder  and  redder  she  rounded  above 

And  paler  and  paler  he  grew; 
And  neither  suspected  a  mutual  love 

Till  they  met  in  a  Brunswick  stew. 


FOR  A  CHAIR  WHEN  SHE  ANSWERS  THE  TELEPHONE. 
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Ideals  dominate  life,  explain  its  purpose  and  direct  its  activities. 
The  higher  the  ideal,  the  better  the  life. 

In  the  light  of  this  truth,  the  missionary  ideal  is  assuredly  the 
highest  man  can  aspire  to  follow.  Was  not  that  the  very  ideal  of 
Jesus  Christ  Himself?  It  stands  indeed  for  the  dedication  of  one's 
self  to  the  pursuit  of  what  is  most  holy  and  most  essential  in  human 
life — the  salvation  of  souls,  the  glory  of  God,  There  is  nothing 
greater  on  earth. 

This  is  the  noble  ideal  we  would  propose  to  our  young  Catholic 
women.  To  realize  it  one  has  not  to  go  to  distant  shores,  into  pagan 
lands.  Right  at  our  own  door  lies  the  opportunity  of  its  attainment. 
For  many  years  to  come  our  Great  West  will  be  missionary  country. 
If  Mother  Church  does  not  find  within  the  ranks  of  her  own  children 
apostles  to  send  into  her  Home  Mission  Field,  other  apostles,  who 
are  not  of  the  Faith,  will  rob  her  of  her  children. 

Catholic  girls,  you  owe  it  to  God  your  Heavenly  Father,  to 
Jesus  and  to  Mary  whom  you  love,  to  the  Church  your  spiritual 
mother,  to  poor  abandoned  souls,  to  come  now  into  the  Home  Mission 
Field  as  missionary  Sisters.  God  grant  you  the  grace  to  hear  His 
voice  and  follow  His  inspirations.  Very  often  the  invitation  comes  to 
a  soul  but  once  in  a  lifetime;  when  once  refused  it  means  a  lost 
opportunity.  No  wonder  the  great  St.  Augustine  said:  "I  fear  Jesus 
when  He  passes  by." 


Dear  Sisters: 

I  v</ould  like  to  hear  more  about  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  I 
understand  that  this  does  not  bind  me  in  any  way. 


G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  in  A  Call  to  Service 


SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 


2  WELLESLEY  PLACE,  TORONTO  S,  ONT. 


Name 


Age 


Street 


City 


Zone 


Province 
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Out  of  the  Old  World  -  -  into  the  Klew 

Out  of  the  Old  Faith  ?  That  depends  on  TOU  / 
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Camp 
Morton 
Drama 

Sister  C.  Donnelly 


Transportation  then 


The  drama  of  real  life,  in  a  partic- 
ular setting,  over  the  period  of  a 
generation  or  so  is  interesting  to  most 
people. 

It  is  a  third  of  a  century  ago.  Beside 
the  waters  of  a  great  inland  lake,  the 
winds  make  music  in  the  many  rare 
and  beautiful  trees.  The  numerous 
beautiful  birds  build  their  summer 
homes,  rear  their  young  and  depart. 
The  waves  splash  and  roar  or  murmur 
steadily  until  they  are  turned  into  a 
solid  mass  when  blizzards  will  provide 
the  only  sounds. 

The  old  house  on  the  lake  shore 
provides  a  temporary  roof  for  the 
privileged  adventurers  who  left  Toron- 
to, August  7th,  1924.  The  resort  area 
which  gives  first  hospitality  to  the 
newcomers  is  in  the  beginning  of  its 
"heyday"  period  of  enthusiasm  and 
rapid,  colorful  growth. 

By  September,  the  permanent  S.O.S. 
home  is  taking  form  farther  west;  a 
well  is  being  drilled  and  a  neat,  little 
stable  built  to  house  the  horses  neces- 
sary for  teachers  and  nurse.  The  hund- 
red duties  and  projects  which  go  along 
with  pioneering  are  calling  for  im- 
mediate attention. 


The  small,  public  schools  farther 
westward  are  poor  in  construction  and 
upkeep  and,  most  of  all,  in  tone.  The 
roads  are  gumbo  in  rainy  weather, 
neglected  and  rough  at  any  time.  The 
prevailing  attitude  among  the  settlers 
seems  to  be  one  of  apathy  and  suspic- 
ion, and  perhaps,  here  and  there,  even 
resentment. 

The  difficulties  ahead,  financial  and 
otherwise  are  myriad.  They  are  to  be, 
sometimes,  so  overwhelming,  that  only 
the  "Spirit"  holds  on. 

Thirty-three  years  pass. 

Come  now  and  visit  the  three  lovely 
new  rural  schools.  Notice  the  car  which 
has  replaced  the  Sisters'  horse  and 
buggy.  See  the  happy,  courteous  girls 
and  boys.  Talk  to  the  parents  gathered 
delightedly  at  the  school  picnics  where 
all  gives  evidence  of  accomplishment 
and  enjoyment.  Talk  to  the  officials  of 
the  Government  departments  of  Edu- 
cation, Agriculture  and  Health,  or  to 
anyone  else  who  has  been  interested 
in  the  welfare  of  the  children  and  the 
adults  throughout  the  years.  What  you 
see  and  hear  everywhere  follows  a  pat- 
tern of  praise,  appreciation  and  grati- 
tude. 


MONEY  TALKS  BUT  NOWADAYS  A  DOLLAR  DOESNT 
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Come  to  the  Parish  Church  on  Sun- 
day. It  is  filled  with  a  truly  devout 
congregation.  You  notice  that  the 
places  at  the  Lord's  Communion  Table 
are  occupied  and  re-occupied.  On  July 
12th  an  inspiring  ceremony  takes  place. 
His  Grace,  Archbishop  Pocock  con- 
firms over  thirty  children  as  well  in- 
structed and  charming  as  one  can  find 
anywhere  in  our  great  country. 

Now  let  us  resort  to  a  "flash-back". 
In  August  1924,  in  Toronto,  the  Press 
of  the  Orange  Society  published  a 
lengthy  editorial  which  included  the 
following  statements;  "With  the  inaug- 
uration of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church  is  entering 
upon  a  new  extension  movement.  The 
young  women  are  sent  out  under  vows 
to  win  the  western  settlers  back  to  the 
Church.  Those  who  meet  these  young 
ladies  will  find  that  they  are  gentle, 
modest,  innocent-looking  creatures. 
They  have  been  given  a  course  of  train- 
ing for  the  express  purpose  of  creating 


that  impression  upon  unsuspecting, 
new  citizens  who  were  probably 
Roman  Catholics  at  one  time  in  Europe, 
.  .  .  the  Roman  system  has  really 
established  a  mission  in  Morton,  Man- 
itoba, and  arrangements  have  been 
made  so  that  the  taxpayers  of  that 
province  will  more  than  pay  all  ex- 
penses incurred.  Will  the  Roman 
system  get  away  with  it?  The  people 
of  Manitoba  must  answer." 

Dear  Editor,  many  thanks  to  you 
for  publicising  our  particular  work  for 
God's  children  and  for  His  Glory.  The 
waters  of  Lake  Winnipeg  still  murmur, 
or  dash  and  foam  and  roar  at  times. 
The  trees  and  shrubs  around  the  S.O.S. 
home  have  grown  exceptionally  beauti- 
ful. The  birds,  which  do  not  winter 
here,  still  flock  back,  in  great  variety, 
every  summer  to  rear  their  families  in 
security.  The  sisters  are  still  teaching 
in  the  three  schools  and  the  people  of 
Manitoba  have  answered.  They  have 
answered  nobly. 


HAVE  ENOUGH  CENTS  TO  SAY  ANTHING  WORTH  WHILE. 
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Immaculate  Conception  School 


"The  Rotarians  have  chosen  Diana!" 
Were  we  ever  proud  when  the  cry  rang 
through  the  school.  Diana  Copping  had 
been  chosen  by  the  Rotary  Club  as  the 
most  outstanding  Grade  XI  student  in 
Peace  River.  Immaculate  Conception, 
what  an  honor! 

Diana's  reward  was  an  expense-free 
trip  to  Ottawa  on  "An  Adventure  in 
Citizenship"  in  which  185  similar  stu- 
dents from  across  Canada  shared.  At 
Ottawa,  Diana  was  selected  to  speak 
for  the  Alberta  representatives  at  the 
farewell  dinner.  After  a  week  of  glow- 
ing experiences,  in  which  education  in 
citizenship  played  a  major  part,  our 
honor  student  returned  to  Peace  River 
bubbling  over  with  enthusiasm.  The 
Rotarians,  whom  she  addressed  at  a 
banquet,  found  her  account  of  the  trip 
so  detailed  and  interesting  that  they 
thought  she  should  have  a  much  wider 
audience.  It  was  arranged  to  have  her 
speak  over  CKYL,  the  local  radio 
station. 

Diana  came  to  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion School  from  St.  Alphonsus'  parish 
iln  Edmonton.  Her  educational  founda- 
tion was  excellent  and  she  has  contin- 
ued her  good  work  during  her  four 
years  with  us.  In  sports  and  social 
activities,  Diana  is  equally  outstanding. 


Sister  I.  Faye 

As  President  of  the  Students'  Union 
she  takes  part  in  all  scheduled  events. 
We  hope  that  she  will  always  use  the 
talents  that  God  has  showered  upon 
her  for  His  greater  honour  and  glory. 

In  May  a  very  successful  radio  pro- 
gram was  presented,  by  Immaculate 
Conception  pupils,  on  Station  CKYL, 
on  a  half -hour  sponsored  by  Northland 
Utilities  which  the  schools  of  the  dis- 
trict were  invited  to  use. 

Our  effort  was  a  feeble  one  at  the 
beginning.  It  seemed  incredible  that 
we  could  prepare  anything  presentable. 
The  singing  class  was  the  easiest  to 
approach.  They  loved  singing  and  with 
that  as  a  starting  point,  part-songs, 
rounds  and  sea  chanties  were  soon 
resounding  through  the  halls.  Three  of 
our  boys  played  musical  instruments, 
but,  as  they  had  never  been  together  in 
a  school  previous  to  this  year,  they 
were  not  sure  whether  or  not  their 
"noises"  would  be  musical.  Marc  Gui- 
mond  got  busy  with  his  accordion, 
Walter  Tesche  acquired  two  violins, 
for  his  special  duties,  and  Eugene 
Tesche  made  great  progress  on  the 
guitar.  After  many  practices  they  pro- 
duced melodies  that  made  us  all  want 
to  get  up  and  make  our  toes  twinkle. 
There  were  five  students  left  who  fitted 


MAKE  THE  MOST  OF  YOURSELF,  FOR  THAT  IS  ALL  THERE  IS  OF  YOU. 
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into  neither  of  the  above  categories 
because  they  were  not  taking  music  as 
an  option.  Upon  this  quintet  fell  the  lot 
of  preparing  a  panel  on  a  Social  Studies 
topic.  There  had  been  a  few  articles  in 
the  paper  concerning  the  Wenner-Gren 
project  of  Northern  British  Columbia. 
As  it  could  have  a  definitely  detriment- 
al effect  on  the  Peace  River  area  it 
seemed  timely  as  the  subject  of  the 
panel.  An  article  on  the  subject  in 
McLean's  Magazine  helped  greatly, 
while  a  member  of  the  Chamber  of 
Commerce,  Mr.  Bert  Forseth,  took  a 
keen  interest  in  the  effort  and  con- 
tributed much  of  his  valuable  time 
in  giving  helpful  information  and  in 
guiding  the  discussion. 

Due  to  Mr.  Forseth's  urging.  Pro- 
fessor Lindberg,  Dean  of  the  School  of 
Commerce,  University  of  Alberta,  was 
requested  to  hear  a  tape  recording  of 
the  panel.  Professor  Lindberg's  en- 
Diana— our  honour  student. 


thusiasm  was  such  that  he  notified  the 
Chambers  of  Commerce  of  the  North 
to  listen  to  the  program.  Our  own 
Chamber  of  Commerce  in  Peace  River 
put  "spots"  on  the  radio  asking  Peace 
River  area  residents  to  listen  as  the 
discussion  pointed  out  what  could  hap- 
pen if  the  waters  of  the  Peace  were 
diverted  to  the  Fraser.  What  began  as 
a  very  humble  effort  mushroomed  into 
a  widely  publicized  program,  and  we 
do  humbly  acknowledge  that  it  was  a 
great  success.  We  have  Divine  Provi- 
dence to  thank  for  the  series  of  events 
which  culminated  in  this  further  honor. 
We  rejoice  that  it  raised  the  prestige 
of  the  Separate  School. 

At  this  point,  one  feels  inclined  to 
reminisce.  Five  years  ago  a  one-room 
Separate  school  was  opened  on  the 
"Flats"  with  grades  one  to  six  and 
thirty-six  pupils.  The  following  year, 
two  more  rooms  were  opened  in  the 
basement  of  the  Church  with  all  grades 
from  one  to  nine  and  sixty-five  pupils. 
This  lasted  until  January  when  a  beaut- 
iful three-room  school  was  ready  for 
occupation.  Two  years  ago,  grades  ten 
and  eleven  were  added  to  our  expand- 
ing classes.  There  were  now  four  class- 
rooms with  three  grades  to  a  room 
except  in  the  Primary  room.  In  June 
this  year  the  registers  totalled  one 
hundred  and  forty  pupils  and  the  anti- 
cipated enrolment  for  September  is  one 
hundred  and  eighty  with  all  grades 
from  one  to  twelve  expected.  A  new 
addition  is  being  planned  with  four 
classrooms,  a  science  room  and  a  typ- 
ing room.  Immaculate  Conception  is 
really  reaching  its  zenith.  When  the 
Separate  School  vote  was  taken  five 
years  ago,  who  would  have  dreamed 
that  God  would  grant  such  an  increase? 
Faith  and  courage  have  indeed  been 
rewarded! 


SUCCESS  IS  ONLY  A  MATTER  OF  LUCK— ASK  ANY  MAN  WHO  FAILS. 
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Debut  in 


Bowsman 


This  being  the  first  time  the  children 
of  Bowsman  had  a  Sister  all  to  them- 
selves, expectancy  was  at  a  high  pitch 
by  the  time  I  arrived.  In  former  years 
the  children  had  attended  Catechism 
at  Swan  River  so  you  have  only  to 
imagine  the  welcome  I  received  from 
the  parents  as  well  as  the  children. 
Father  Mutert,  S.A.C.  divided  the  chil- 
dren into  two  classes,  giving  me  twenty- 
five  and  keeping  the  older  children 
himself.  There  was  no  question  of 
arousing  interest,  it  was  already  so 
keen  that  they  were  ready  to  jump  in 
the  first  day. 

Before  I  was  in  Bowsman  very  long 
I  discovered  that  it  contained  some 
very  fine  teen-age  material  which  is 


being  moulded  into  beautiful  lives  by 
those  "hounds  of  heaven"  the  Pallotine 
Fathers.  I  envied  the  young  people 
and  would  fain  have  been  a  pupil 
rather  than  a  quasi-teacher.  I  gave  one 
of  the  girls  a  few  lessons  on  the  organ 
in  order  to  give  her  confidence  as  she 
already  had  the  ability.  She  was  able  to 
get  some  practice  during  our  singing 
periods.  During  these  periods.  Father 
made  sure  that  the  children  really 
understood  the  words  of  the  hymns. 
While  explaining  the  passage,  "Near 
thee.  Madonna,  fondly  we  hover"  he 
asked  what  the  word  hover  meant.  The 
answer  came  from  a  teen-age  girl; 
"Stick  around".  The  answer  was  ac- 
cepted. Can  we  do  anything  better  than 
"stic}c  around"  Our  Lady? 


EVERYTHING  IN  THE  MODERN  HOME  IS  CON- 
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The  churches  in  this  part  of  the 
country  are  really  little  gems  in  the 
rough  which  are  gradually  being  fin- 
ished, remodelled  or  painted.  We  held 
our  classes  in  the  church  here.  The 
six  panels  of  Donnaconna  lining  the 
sanctuary  were  sculptured  in  bas-relief 
depicting  the  Sacraments.  Holy  Orders 
and  the  Holy  Eucharist  were  combined 
in  one  panel.  It  was  nice  to  have  such 
art  work  prepared  by  a  real  artist.  I 
could  draw  endless  symbols  on  the 
blackboard  without  getting  the  interest 
and  concentration  which  the  panels 
aroused. 

We  left  Bowsman  for  Birch  River 
and  began  class  there  with  twenty-six 
children.  The  Birch  River  children  had 
been  taught  by  our  sisters  last  year 
so  they  lost  no  time  wondering  what 
sort  of  being  I  was.  This  was  one  of 
the  most  enthusiastic  classes  I  ever 
taught.  They  went  all  out  for  every- 
thing, whether  it  was  learning  prayers, 
playing  Red  Rover  or  making  a  spir- 
itual bouquet  for  the  pastor. 

One  evening  Father  mentioned  that 
the  next  day  would  be  the  anniversary 
of  his  ordination.  Next  morning  I  told 
the  children  who  immediately  wanted 
to  do  something  for  Father;  such  sug- 
gestions! When  I  finally  got  in  my  own 
suggestion  that  they  make  a  spiritual 
bouquet,  they  wanted  to  know  "what 
kind  of  a  thing  is  that?"  When  I  ex- 
plained they  were  all  for  it.  In  the 
afternoon  when  Masses,  Communions, 
Rosaries  et  cetera  were  counted  they 
had  been  impossibly  generous  so  I  had 
to 'cut  them  down  to  size.  Two  girls, 
working  against  the  clock,  exercised 
their  artistic  talent  on  paper  and  the 
finished  product  was  greeted  with  many 
"ohs"  and  "ahs".  At  the  end  of  the 


day  Father  was  decoyed  down  to  the 
last  row  of  pews  in  the  church  where 
one  of  the  boys  from  his  own  class 
presented  him  with  the  precious  spirit- 
ual bouquet  with  a  very  few  well 
chosen  words.  Although  greatly  sur- 
prised, Father  was  still  able  to  speak. 
He  thanked  them  in  a  glowing  way, 
telHng  them  how  badly  he  needed  their 
prayers  because  he  had  a  lot  of  work 
to  do  and  he  had  to  fight  the  devil.  On 
hearing  this  one  little  lad  raised  his 
hand  and  asked,  "Father,  do  you  fight 
the  devil  with  your  fists?" 

We  did  a  lot  of  family  visiting  in 
Bowsman  and  Birch  River.  The  first 
few  days  we  made  a  rather  hurried 
spin  around,  rounding  up  pupils  and 
finding  places  in  town  for  them  to  stay 
if  they  lived  too  far  away.  One  of  our 
visits  was  to  two  brothers  in  their 
eighties  who  presented  us  with  two 
newly-varnished  cromachs,  those 
carved,  long  sticks  used  in  Scotland  for 
mountain-climbing.  We  used  them  for 
another  purpose  much  to  the  amuse- 
ment of  the  donors.  Possibly  the 
cromachs  were  the  means  used  by  the 
Holy  Spirit  to  bring  about  the  recon- 
ciliation of  another  soul  with  the 
Mother  he  had  turned  his  back  upon 
many  years  ago. 

The  people  in  these  little  towns  in 
the  North  are  the  most  hospitable  on 
earth.  Nothing  is  too  much  trouble  if 
they  can  help  the  sisters.  The  little 
towns  themselves  are  melting  pots  for 
all  nationalities.  You  may  meet  any 
type  of  name  from  MacDonald  to 
Mysczszsczyn.  The  common  denomin- 
ator is  the  Catholic  Faith.  We  were 
privileged  in  being  allowed  to  help 
nurture  that  Faith  in  some  of  Christ's 
little  ones. 

Sister  M.  MacMillan 
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(continued  from  page  6) 

Redeemer,  the  Incarnate  Wisdom  of 
God,  the  Head  of  the  Church  which 
is  His  Mystical  Body,  was  and  is  the 
Good  Shepherd.  As  the  Good  Shepherd 
He  spoke  in  His  own  name  and  in  the 
name  of  the  Church  not  only  when  He 
said:  "Other  sheep  I  have  which  are 
not  of  this  fold.  These  also  must  be 
brought  so  that  there  may  be  One  Fold 
and  One  Shepherd",  but  also  when  He 
said:  "I  was  not  sent  but  to  the  sheep 
that  are  lost  of  the  house  of  Israel" 
(Mtt  15/24).  "I  have  come  not  to  call 
the  just  but  sinners"  (Mtt  9/13).  In 
these  expressions,  in  His  parables  of 
the  Good  Shepherd  and  of  the  good 
Samaritan,  when  He  wept  over  Jeru- 
salem, and  in  many  other  incidents  and 
expressions  of  his  earthly  life.  Our 
Divine  Saviour  shows  us  clearly  that 
His  mission,  and  consequently  the  mis- 
sion of  the  Church,  is  to  bring  the  gift 
of  faith — and  of  hope  and  of  charity — 
to  every  human  creature,  but  particu- 
larly to  those  who  are  most  abandoned, 
whether  they  be  lost  in  the  darkness  of 
paganism,  the  blindness  of  heresy,  or 
the  faltering  twilight  of  the  sunshine  of 
faith  from  which  they  have  withdrawn 
or  are  withdrawing  themselves. 

Again,  it  is  our  privilege  as  members 
of  the  active  Institutes  of  the  Church, 
to  realize  our  obligation  of  exercising 
the  missionary  spirit  to  the  maximum 
which  our  circumstances  and  oppor- 
tunities permit.  Our  lives  can  be  most 
fruitful  in  souls  won  or  won  back  to 
Jesus  Christ  if  we  will  only  take  advan- 
tage of  these  circumstances  and  oppor- 


tunities, bravely,  resolutely,  intelligent- 
ly. Our  lives  will  end  in  tragedy  if,  on 
the  day  of  Judgment  we  finally  realize 
not  only  the  religious  perfection  to 
which  we  could  have  attained,  but  the 
dozens,  hundreds,  perhaps  thousands 
of  souls  we  could  have  won  for  Jesus 
Christ  if  we  had  been  the  missionaries 
we  should  have  been. 

And  let  us  not  yearn  for  a  vocation 
that  may  not  be  ours.  Granted  that  the 
need  for  propagating  the  faith  in  Africa 
is  at  the  present  hour  great  and  agoniz- 
ing. But  Africa  is,  so  to  say,  all  around 
us.  One  of  the  great  mysteries  of  Cath- 
olic life  in  America  is  how  Catholics 
as  a  body,  with  notable  exceptions,  can 
live  at  peace  with  themselves  in  the 
midst  of  a  predominantly  pagan  and 
Protestant  population  which,  if  we  ac- 
cept the  words  of  Christ  by  which  He 
commissioned  the  Church  in  their  lit- 
eral meaning,  has  scant  hope  of  salva- 
tion. Let  us  at  least  be  conscious  of 
our  missionary  vocation  not  only  be- 
cause we  are  members  of  a  missionary 
institute,  but  because  we  are  Catholics, 
because  we  acknowledge  the  obligations 
arising  from  the  gift  of  faith  which  we 
have  received. 

These  thoughts  which  I  have  placed 
before  you  this  morning  may  not  seem 
to  be  appropriate  to  the  ceremony  at 
which  we  are  assisting.  Yet  it  is  to  the 
twofold  ideal,  and  reality,  of  religious 
perfection  and  the  maximum  of  the 
missionary  apostolate  that  the  Sisters 
who  are  making  profession,  temporary 
or  final,  this  morning  are  dedicating 
their  lives.  And  it  is  well  that  we  and 
they  should  have  taken  these  few 
moments  to  fix  these  ideals  once  again 
in  our  minds  and  in  our  hearts. 


The  future  belongs  to  believers  and  not  to  sceptics  and  doubters.  The 
future  belongs  to  those  who  love  and  not  to  those  who  hate. 

Pope  Pius  XII 
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Hark!  Hark! 
The  Owl/ 


''Oo-oo''  said  the  owl, 
''Be  sharp  —  look  ahead. 
Be  generous  now. 
It's  too  late  when  you're  dead. 
Give,  give  to  the  Missions 
Abroad  and  at  home. 
Then  YOU'RE  doing  YOUR  part 
To  Make  God's  Kingdom  come.' 
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